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THE 

PREFACE. 


IT  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  fome  of 
my  readers,  that  moft  of  the  follow¬ 
ing  poems  were  publish'd  before,  in  fepe- 
rate  detach’d  pieces,  at  various  times,  and 
on  various  occafions.  Thefe  I  was  defired 
by  my  friends,  and  by  fome  in  particular, 
as  diftinguifh’d  for  their  parts  and  genius, 
as  for  their  high  rank  and  Ration,  to  col¬ 
lect  together  in  one  volume,  and  to  print 
them  by  fubfcription.  This  is  now  pre~ 
fented  to  the  reader  ;  together  with  fome 
new  poems,  eflays,  and  letters  :  And  not 
having  materials  enough  of  my  own,  to 
furnifh  out  a  volume  of  the  fize  intended, 
I  have  added  a  few  from  other  hands, 


whofe 
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whofe  performance  will  be  an  honor  to 
the  reft ;  and  not  only  ferve  to  increafe 
the  bulk,  but  the  value  of  the  book  : 
For  fo  far  as  thefe  have  any  fhare  in  the 
work,  I  reft  fecure  of  fome  applaufe,  and 
may  be  faid  to  fhine'  with  borrow’d  rays, 
and  reflected  luftre. 

j  f  v :  .  •  \  *  *  '•  -  ?  *  *£ 

...  v  *  l  J\  •  'll 

It  may  fare  v/ith  me  in  this  refpect,  as 
with  a  certain  prince  amongft  the  Perjians , 
who  having  not  ftrength  enough  of  his 
own,  call’d  in  foreign  aid  to  his  afliftance : 
But  tho’  by  the  help  of  thefe  auxiliary 
forces  he  gained  a  noble  victory,  yet  it 
ftiaded  his  own  laurels,  and  eclipfed  his 
fame.  . 

i  -  f  'a  ,  ’■  t  "  '  '  '  •' 

I  wou’d  not  with  an  affected  modefty 
fo  far  undervalue  or  depretiate  the  per¬ 
formance,  as  to  inftnuate  that  the  author 
has  no  fhare  of  merit  in  it.  So  much  I 
ought  to  fay  in  juftice  to  myfelf,  and  to 
the  mortification  of  thofe,  whole  lole 
pleafure  it  is  to  find  fault  and  cavil,  that 
leveral  of  the  following  poems  have  already 

pafs’d 
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pafs’d  mufter,  and  met  with  a  favourable 
reception  by  the  candor  of  fome,  whole 
names  are  fuperior  to  all  cenfure,  and 
wou’d  drown  the  voice  of  calumny.  Au¬ 
thors  who  are  always  degrading  their  own 
works,  and  in  a  very  mortify’d  ftrain,  ac- 
culing  and  finding  fault  with  themfelves, 
may  undefignedly  very  often  Ipeak  the 
truth  at  unawares,  and  induce  people  to 
believe  more  than  they  intended.  For  fo 
much  felf-abafement  has  more  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  hypocrify ,  than  modejiy.  This 
is  like  the  miftaken  and  pretended  humility 
of  fome  canting  enthufiafts,  who  carry 
the  notion  of  their  own  unworthinefs  too 
far ;  and  tho’  people  of  a  tolerable  good 
fame,  and  decent  behaviour,  are  yet  al¬ 
ways  condemning,  and  accufing  them- 
ielves,  as  the  vileft  of  finners,  and  full 
of  all  uncleannefs,  and  abomination  ;  and 
thus,  having  not  the  leaf!  fpark  of  virtue  or 
goodnefs  in  them,  muff  confequently  be 
damn’d,  by  their  own  account,  without  a 
ftrong  reliance  on  foreign  aid  and  protecti¬ 
on:  Tho5  let  the  cafe  be  how  it  will,  people 
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of  this  ftamp,  are  many  of  them  fure  of 
falvation,  hnce  they  are  amongft  the  num¬ 
ber  of  the  elebt.  Happy  would  it  be  for 
a  great  many  of  the  polite,  and  literary 
ftamp,  if  they  could  perfuade  themfelves, 
or  others,  into  this  belief :  They  might 
then  ride  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  fame 
to  eternity,  fecure  of  their  laurels,  and 
glory  at  laft ;  and  defy  all  the  fhafts  of 
the  critics,  who,  like  fo  many  Apollyons , 
befet  the  poet’s  way,  and  infeft  his  paflage, 
in  this  ftate  of  pilgrimage,  and  probation. 
But  however  matters  ftand  as  to  religious 
fpeculations,  or  rather  enthuftaftic  con¬ 
ceits,  it  is  far  otherwife  in  the  poetic  dif- 
penfation,  or  matters  of  literature.  Here 
an  author  muft  ftand,  or  fall,  according 
to  his  own  intrinjic  merits  or  the  found- 
nefs  of  his  own  works.  There  is  no  im¬ 
putation,  no  protection  here ;  no  fanChiary 
for  an  impenitent  fcribbler,  no  afylum  for 
dulnefs  Falfe  wit  admits  of  no  expia¬ 
tion,  and  is  fubjeft  to  no  abfolution.  The 
throne  of  Apollo  is  inexorable,  all  obla¬ 
tions 
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tions  are  in  vain,  and  the  moil  fragrant 
incenfe  ot  no  effect. 

So  far  indeed  a  poet  may  be  faid  to  be 
elected,  or  born  for  glory,  without  any 
real  merit  of  his  own,  who  has  by  a  fort 
ot  birthright,  a  portion  of  that  divine  fpi- 
rit,  or  native  celeftial  tire,  infus’d  into  him 
by  inheritance.  He  may  then  with  fome 
propriety  be  faid  to  be  a  true  fon  of  adop¬ 
tion,  or  heir  to  fame. - Jgneus  eft  illis 

vigor,  et  coeleftis  origo  Seminibus.  Virg. — 
Or  according  to  the  old  adage, — Poeta 
nafcitur ,  non  fit.  But  this  innate  fpirit, 
this  native  propensity,  or  plaftic  genius ,  if 
it  is  not  properly  cherithed,  and  cultivated, 
may  foon  be  fmother’d,  and  extinguish’d ; 
or  only  blaze  out  like  fome  delutive  me¬ 
teor,  or  creep  in  a  lambent  flame.  It  is 
education,  and  diligence  alone,  that  mull 
improve,  and  manure  the  latent  ftamina, 
expand  the  prolific  matter,  mould  the 
fhapelefs  embryo,  and  give  it  form,  mo¬ 
tion,  growth,  and  vigor  :  But  yet  nothing 
is  to  be  done,  invha  miner v a  :  Nature 

alone 
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alone  is  the  bountiful  alma  mater,  that 
muft  produce  the  original  feeds,  but  the 
aftiftance  of  art  muft  make  them  fhoot, 
bloffom,  and  bear  all  the  rich  and  noble 
fruits  of  wit  and  learning. 

’Tis  this  muft  animate  the  native  flame , 

And  make  it  fhoot,  and  ripen  into  fame. 

But  all  the  pains,  and  (kill  of  manure,  and 
diligence  of  culture,  are  thrown  away  on 

a  bad  foil,  and  unpropitious  climate. 

/  % 

As  a  great  many  people  wonder’d  that 
thefe  poems  were  publifh’d  by  fubfcrip- 
tion,  it  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  the 
reader,  that  this  was  done  at  the  particular 
requeft  and  folicitation  of  fome  friends. 
This  method  has  alfo  been  taken  by  a 
great  many  authors,  of  much  fuperior  me¬ 
rit,  in  order  to  propagate  their  labors,  and 
difperfe  their  works  ;  which  might  other- 
wife  have  long  lain  unnotic’d,  and  difre- 
garded  in  the  bookfellers  fhops ;  and  have 
ftept  with  the  fathers,  in  peaceful  obfcurity, 
amongft  the  duft,  and  cobweb  of  meta- 

phyfics,' 
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ihyfics,  and  bulky  tomes  of  fcholaftie 
ogic.  By  this  means  too,  a  book  falls  into 
many  hands,  and  an  author  is  fure  of  dif- 
tributing  a  certain  number  of  copys  ;  and 
has  very  often,  perhaps,  more  purchafers 
than  he  has  readers  and  admirers.  In  this 
refpeft,  I  may  be  deemed  very  fortunate, 
in  having  fuch  a  numerous  fublcription. 
By  this  means  too,  an  author’s  works  are 
decently  ufher’d  into  the  world  :  Or  if  the 
performance  dies,  and  the  writer  links  into 
oblivion, 

Safe  where  no  critics  damn,  no  duns  molef ; 

Where  Gildon  banks ,  &c. 

If  this  fhould  be  the  cafe,  he  may  be  faid 
to  make  his  exit  with  fome  pomp  and  de¬ 
corum,  to  be  honorably  efcorted  to  the 
grave,  and  have  a  handfome  retinue  to 
attend  his  manes,  and  grace  his  funeral 
obfequys. 

So  far  the  following  performance  may 
deferve  fome  regard,  or  be  faid  to  be  ne¬ 
gatively  good  j  that  like  a  Darbyjhire 

charm * 
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charm ,  if  ’ twill  do  thee  no  goody  it  will  do 
thee  no  hurt ;  as  there  is  nothing  in  the 
compofition  that  can  offend  the  chafteft 
reader,  or  violate  the  decency  of  the  prefs. 
If  there  is  nothing  to  improve  the  mind, 
or  exalt  the  fancy,  there  is  nothing  to  cor¬ 
rupt  the  morals,  to  kindle  impure  flames, 
or  raife  a  guilty  paflion. 

Immodefl  words  admit  of  no  defence ; 

For  want  of  decency,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

A  writer  who  indulges  his  imagination 
in  thefe  libertys,  and  proftitutes  his  poetic 
talents  on  immoral,  obfcene  fubjedts,  makes 
his  pen  become  a  Pandar  for  vice :  And 
the  more  wit,  or  vein  of  fancy  and  ge¬ 
nius  he  is  infpir’d  with,  the  more  capacity 
he  has  for  diffuflng  mifchief,  and  extend¬ 
ing,  and  propagating  the  poifonous  im- 
preffions  :  Like  fome  contagious  exhala¬ 
tions,  which  the  more  fubtle  and  volatile 
they  are,  the  more  fatal,  and  the  fitter  to 
expand,  and  infinuate  the  corrupt  and  per¬ 
nicious  effluvia.  Fine  was  the  character 
given  of  Queen  Anne ,  in  a  pi ay  dedicated 

to 
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to  her  majefty,  in  the  beginning  of  her 
reign. 

Gives  glorious  morals  to  a  vicious  age, 

To  temples  zeal,  and  manners  to  the  Jlage  $ 

Bids  the  chajle  mufe  •without  a  blujb  appear. 

And  wit  be  that,  which  heaven  and floe  might  hear. 

The  original  defign  of  poetry,  if  we 
may  credit  the  account  we  have  of  its  fir  ft 
attempts,  and  flights,  in  the  earlieft  ages, 
was  to  celebrate  virtue ,  and  record  the 
praifes  of  great  and  heroic  aftions  :  And 
according  to  the  moft  authentic  hiftorys, 
either  facred  or  profane,  poetry  was  the 
firft  fort  of  writing  known,  and  practis’d 
in  the  world.  It  is  generally  allow’d,  that 
the  book  of  Job  (who  is  thought  by  the 
beft  critics  to  have  lived  before  Mofes )  was 
wrote  originally  in  verfe :  And  feveraj 
parts  of  the  foripture,  Ifaiah  in  particular, 
are  wrote  with  a  truly  fublime,  poetical, 
or  rather  Pindaric  Ijpirit.  The  oldeft  fongs 
which  any  records  of  hiftory  have  handed 
down  to  us,  are  thofe  of  Mofes  and  De¬ 
borah  :  The  defign  and  language  of  both 

which 
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which  exalted  flights  of  poetry,  are  to  re¬ 
cord  the  praifes  of  the  fupreme  being. 
And  according  to  the  earlieft  accounts  we 
have  of  Pagan  ftory,  the  oldeft  compoii- 
tions  were  all  of  the  fame  ftamp,  and 
ftrain,  ali  infpired  with  raptures  of  praife, 
and  flights  of  devotion ;  and  generally 
dedicated  to  the  honor  of  their  gods,  their 
heroes,  or  their  patriots.  The  firfl:  wri¬ 
tings  we  have  any  knowledge  of  are  fdngs, 
pialms,  and  hymns  of  praife  :  Such  as 
thofeof  Orpheus ,  of  Pindar,  Stejichorus , 
and  Tyrtceus.  Hefiod  begins  his  book 
with  a  pious  addrefs  to  the  fupreme  being, 
in  ten  devout  lines : 


Dejcend,  and  Jing  th ’  eternal  father's  praife, 

Te  nymphs  of  Pindus !  with  immortal  lays,  &c. 

Pythagoras  too  begins  his  Aurea  Car  min  a, 
or  golden  lines,  in  the  fame  divine,  fera-> 
phic  ftrain :  — 

Hh’  immortal  Powers,  ye  Mufes,  firjl  addrefs. 
And  god-like  heroes  next  Jhall  grace  the  verfe,  &c. 

'  *■"*.  .  •*  •  ■*  \  *  •  J  T  .  ki  -  a-.  '  * 

•  _  fw>  ^  4  •  '• .  -  • 

Hav- 
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Having  thus  fhewn  that  poetry  was 
more  antient  than  profe,  and  that  it  was 
originally  dedicated  to  the  fervice  of  virtue, 
and  heroic  pafiion,  it  is  much  to  be  la¬ 
mented  that  it  fhould  degenerate  from  its 
antient  purity  and  fublimity.  It  is  pity  fo 
noble,  and  divine  a  fpirit,  fhould  be  funk, 
and  debas’d  to  low,  vulgar,  and  ignoble 
fubjects ;  or  what  is  worfe,  be  proftituted 
to  the  purpofes  of  immorality,  and  irreli- 
gion.  If  pagan  temples,  and  the  antient 
fhrines  of  poetry,  breath’d  with  fuch  di¬ 
vine  incenfe,  and  were  warm’d  with  rap¬ 
tures  of  praife,  and  devotion,  it  is  ftrange 
that  chriftian  altars  fhould  be  fo  cold,  and 
uninfpir’d;  that  the  mufes  fhould  turn 
apoftates,  or  indulge  to  low  wit,  and 
the  ungovern’d  flights  of  a  licentious 
imagination. 

*  •  .  •  -  .  ,  «  <  >  .  •  • 

It  is  not  to  be  fuppos’d  that  the  beau- 

tys  of  poetry  fhould  alter  the  nature  of 
things,  or  make  mean,  vicious  actions, 
agreeable,  or  eligible,  tho’  it  may  glofs 
them  over  with  a  falfe  luftre.  Vice  in  all 

r  . .  »  -  *  -  -  ■  -t  l 

fhapes, 


xvi  The  PREFACE. 


fhapes,  has  fuch  a  natural  deformity,  and 
turpitude,  that  not  all  the  colourings  even 
of  Ovids  pen,  or  ' Titians  pencil,  can  fet 
it  off  to  advantage  :  Tho’  witty  limilies, 
and  unchafte,  obfcene  words,  and  de- 
fcriptions,  often  kindle  impure  paffions, 
debauch  the  fancy,  and  corrupt  the  ima¬ 
gination  ;  but  like  the  Syrens  melody, 
while  it  charms  it  kills.  Virtue,  as  it  is 
naturally  lovely  and  charming,  fo  it  ne¬ 
ver  appears  more  graceful,  and  inviting, 
than  when  rob’d,  and  drefs’d  out  with  the 
ornaments,  and  embellifhments  of  the 
mufes,  her  handmaids,  or  tirewomen  : 
Like  a  beautiful  form  fet  off,  and  adorn’d 
with  all  the  advantages  of  art,  and  decora¬ 
tions  of  drefs. 

•  4k  “  •  ...  w-.—  -  •  *  •» 

But  while  I  am  thus  recommending 
virtue,  and  the  auxiliary  ftrength,  and 
affiftance  it  receives  from  poetry,  and  pa¬ 
negyric,  I  am  aware  of  an  objection  fome 
have  made  to  the  following  poems,  viz. 
That  the  lubjedts  of  moft  of  them  are 
low  and  trivial,  and  that  thev  are  not  de- 

voted 
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voted  enough  to  the  themes  of  religion, 
and  morality :  But  (not  to  mention  that 
every  genius  is  not  equal  to  fuch  lofty  (pe¬ 
culations)  people  ol  this  damp  can  relifh 
nothing  but  divine  hymns ,  and  fpiritual 
fongs  ;  all  poetry  with  them  is  prophane, 
and  pagan,  it  not  inipir’d  with  pious 
breathings,  and  tagg’d  with  texts  of  fcrip- 
ture  ;  and  the  mention  of  heathen  deitys, 
and  antient  mythology,  is  to  them  an  abo¬ 
mination.  But  fuch  Jeraphic  critics  fhould 
confider,  that  a  ufeful,  moral,  and  divine 
inftruclion,  may  be  derived  from  little  fub- 
jedls,  and  infignificant  incidents,  as  flow¬ 
ers  are  produced  from  humble  offsprings, 
and  impure  dirt.  However  mean  therefore, 
or  uninfpir’d,  the  performance  may  be  in 
other  ref  peels,  it  fo  far  merits  regard,  that 
the  moral  fentiment  is  preferv’d  through¬ 
out,  and  poetry  made  the  vehicle  of  in- 
ftru£tion,  whenever  the  theme  would  ad¬ 
mit  of  it.  The  poem  for  inftance  on  the 
Moufe  and  Oyjler ,  the  Di/appomted  'Tra¬ 
vellers. ,  & c.  are  low,  and  trifling  fub- 
jecls ;  but  an  occafion  is  taken  from  lienee 

to 
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to  convey,  and  inculcate  fome  moral  hint, 
and  ufeful  leffon,  viz.  abjlinence ,  and  pa¬ 
tience  under  adverhty,  &c. 

There  are  other  people,  of  fuch  a 
grave ,  phlegmatic ,  and  unmujical  difpo- 
lition,  that  they  have  no  tafte,  or  relifh 
for  poetry ;  and  are  always  exclaiming 
againft  it,  as  a  trifling,  puerile,  or  dan¬ 
gerous  entertainment :  But  people  of  this 
unharmonious,  or  I  may  fay  unhappy  tem¬ 
per,  and  complexion,  that  have  no  ear, 
or  paflion  for  muflc  themfelves,  fhou’d 
not  cenfure  thofe  who  have,  nor  be  at 
variance  with  a  profeflion,  becaufe  they 
don’t  underhand,  or  relifh  it.  This 
wou’d  be  to  call  in  queftion  the  goodnefs 
of  their  tempers ,  if  not  of  their  capa¬ 
city  and  conftitution.  But  there  is  a  party 
fpirit,  and  bigotry  of  tafte,  in  matters  of 
literature,  and  polite  knowledge,  as  well 
as  in  religion,  and  politics.  Every  one  is 
apt  to  fet  up  his  own  ftandard  of  criticifm, 
and  is  orthodox  in  his  own  conceit.  Per- 
fons  of  this  rigid,  cynical,  and  untunea- 
ble  compofition,  as  they  lofe  much  of  their 

hap- 


The  PREFACE.  xix 

happinefs  on  earth,  fo  they  are  like  to  en¬ 
joy  a  fmaller  part  of  the  joys  and  felicitys 
of  heaven,  which  are  faid  to  confift  chiefly 
of  praife  and  melody,  fongs  and  hallelujahs. 

The  great  buflnefs,  and  intention  of 
poetry  is  to  paint  agreeable  fcenes,  and  pic¬ 
tures  on  the  imagination,  to  infpire  the 
mind,  and  raife  the  paflions  to  a  noble, 
divine  pitch :  The  lofty  flights  of  heroic 
verfe ,  with  all  its  daring  metaphors,  pom- 
oous  images,  fublime  defcriptions,  and 
narmonious  numbers,  are  all  devoted  to 
this  purpofe.  Lyric  poetry,  odes,  fonnets, 
epigrams,  &c.  which  chiefly  compofe  this 
volume,  are  but  like  toys,  and  rattles, 
baubles ,  and  bellaria ,  compar’d  to  the 
grandeur,  and  fublimity  of  epic  verfe. 

This  book  being  printed  in  the  country, 
there  are  feveral  erratas,  moft  of  which 
are  mark’d  under  that  title.  The  other 
faults  of  the  prefs,  as  well  as  of  the  author, 
are  fubmitted  to  the  candor  and  clemency 
of  the  reader.  I’m  confcious  of  many 
blunders,  and  puerilitys,  in  feveral  of  the 

poems 
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poems  (Tome  of  which,  were  printed  before 
theycou’d  be  corrected) :  The  author  wou'd 
think  himfelf  very  happy,  if  the  perfor¬ 
mance  bore  any  proportion  to  that  noble 
lift  of  fublcribers,  who  have  favour’d  him 

with  their  names ;  or  to  the  honor  and 

*  ■ 

indulgence  of  fuch  an  illuftrious  patron, 
whofe  accomplifhments,  were  they  fuffi- 
ciently  known,  would  render  all  enco¬ 
miums  needlefs ;  the  mule  might  then  be 
filent,  and  rhetoric  itfelf  dumb.  And  here, 
was  I  to  indulge  the  paffion  I  have  for  pa¬ 
negyric,  I  have  a  large  unbeaten  field  to 
expatiate  in  ;  but  decency  forbids,  what 
truth,  gratitude,  and  juflice  require.  Yet 
merit  will  always  have  its  advocates,  and 
virtue  extort  unwilling  fmiles  of  applaufe 
even  from  chagrin,  and  envy  itfelf :  But 
tho’  I  pafs  over  the  other  virtues  of  his 
lordthip,  with  a  fort  of  criminal  Jilence, 
I  cannot  help  mentioning  one,  which 
crowns  all  the  reft,  and  without  which, 
all  other  ac  complilhments  are  vain,  infi- 
pid ,  or  pedantic,  and  all  learning  lofes  its 
luftre :  And  this  is  the  greateft  j'weelnefs 

of 
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of  temper y  affability ,  and  benevolence  : 
This  is  io  remarkable,  that  it  exerts  itfelf  on 
all  occafions ;  but  in  none  more  than  in 
its  condelcending  to  take  notice  of  thefe 
humble  eiFays  of  a  rural  mufe,  and  flicker¬ 
ing  her  under  fo  fair  a  protection. 

These  books  were  at  fir  A:  design’d  to 
have  been  deliver'd  in  fome  fort  of  bind¬ 
ing  j  but  this  was  laid  afide  on  account  of  a 
larger  number  of  poems  than  was  then  inten¬ 
ded  ;  what  is  wanted  in  drefs  being  com¬ 
pensated  in  bulk  :  Befides,  books  fubfcribed 
for  are  commonly  delivered  flitch’ d  in  blue 
oaper ;  tho’  fome  of  them  are  in  half 
unding  for  thofe  who  have  defir’d  it. 

The  EJfay  on  Health  was  added  to 
make  out  the  volume  :  And  is  rather  a 
rude  fketch,  or  fpecimen  of  what  might 
have  been  faid  on  fo  important  a  fubject. 
The  theory  there  recommended  could  have 
been  fupported  by  a  variety  of  inftanccs, 
and  memoirs  of  hiftorical  faCts,  collected 
from  my  own  obfervation,  if  there  had 
been  room  to  infert  them.  But  this  muff 
be  referved  to  fome  future  treatife. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

Lord  B  0  IT  L  E, 

On  His  late  Marriage  to 

Mifs  HO  ARE  of  Sturton. 

- -  -  fulfere  ignes ,  et  confcius  cether 

Connubii ,  fummoque  ulnlarunt  vertice  Nymph  a. 

VlRG. 


WHILE  crouds,  my  Lord,  applaud  your  happy 

Choice, 

The  Mufe  attempts  the  theme,  with  grateful  voice. 


Ye  nymphs  of  Helicon  begin  thefong, 

For  themes  of  love  to  heavenly  nymphs  belong. 
What  fwain,  what  favage  can  a  fong  refufe, 

When  Hymen  calls,  and  Boyle  infpires  the  mufe. 

With 
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\\ 
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I  '•  I  >•#■’**  If  -t 

[  2  ] 

With  every  virtue  bleft,  a  youthful  Peer, 

Friend  to  the  fhades,  and  to  the  mufes  dear. 

Yields  to  the  foft  captivity  of  love. 

What  bread;  fo  hard  that  beauty  cannot  move  ? 
When  fweetnefs,  fenfe,  and  innocence  confpire. 
With  blended  charms,  to  fan  the  gentle  fire. 

Thrice  happy  Peer !  polTeft  of  fuch  a  Bride  ; 

Thrice  happy  Nymph !  to  fuch  a  Peer  ally’d. 

Let  lawlefs  libertines  licentious  live  ; 

Virtue  alone  true  happinefs  can  give. 

Let  cavern’d  anchorites,  in  cell,  or  bower. 

With  fullen  pleafure  fpend  the  gloomy  hour  ; 

Born  for  a  fecial  life— the  blifs  we  boaft 
Is  half  in  monkifh  celibacy  loft  ; 

But  in  connubial  harmony  ally’d. 

We  both  our  pleafures  and  our  pains  divide. 

Soft  are  the  chains,  when  friendfhip  mingles  hands, 
And  Cupid  yokes  the  doves  in  filken  bands. 

Love  fixt  on  Virtue,  always  burns  the  fame  ; 

Love  ftirs  the  fire,  but  Friendfhip  fans  the  flame. 
If  ftorms  of  adverfe  fortune  war  fhou’d  wage. 

Her  gentle  bofom  fcftens  half  its  rage  j 
Her  peaceful  {miles  will  fmooth  the  rugged  way. 
Brighten  the  gloom,  and  make  the  defart  gay. 


Hah 


[  3  ] 

Hail  happy  Pair !  in  fuch  bleft  union  join’d, 

By  mutual  love,  and  fympathy  of  mind. 

Hark  !  whifpering  zephyrs  propagate  the  tale 
Thro’  every  confcious  grove,  and  vocal  vale  : 

From  hill  to  hill  the  joyful  echos  fly. 

And  waft  the  pleafing  tidings  to  the  fky. 

See  how  gay  Flora  paints  th’  enamefd  ground. 

And  nature  fmiles  in  all  her  pride  around  ; 

For  you  new  beauties  deck  the  dawning  year,  * 

And  halcyon  Ikys  in  azure  robes  appear  : 

For  you  the  fields  new  liveries  afliime, 

And  fudden  verdures  open  thro’  the  gloom  : 

While  morn  and  eve  the  amorous  planet  light. 

Gilds  with  unclouded  beams  the  bridal  night. 

See  from  afar  the  mountain  nymphs  advance. 

And  Sylphs  and  Dryads  in  the  valleys  dance  : 

See  Paphos  queen  with  all  her  train  of  loves, 

To  Sturt  on  fly,  and  leave  the  Idalian  groves ; 

The  bowers  of  Cythera  no  longer  pleafe, 

But  yield  in  beauty,  and  in  blifs  to  thefe. 

Hail  happy  Sturton  !  elegant  retreat ! 

At  once  the  Graces  and  the  Mufes'  feat $ 

And  Love  now  makes  the  Paradife  compleat. 

*  Alluding  to  the  uncommon  fine  ferene  Seafon,  which  continu’d  all 
the  Spring,  and  will  {"often  the  Hyperbole. 
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O  !  cou’d  my  humble  mufe,  in  equal  (trains. 
Paint  thy  fair  landfldps,  and  thy  verdant  plains  ; 
Thy  lilver  fountains,  and  thy  fragrant  flowers; 
Thy  nodding  forefts,  and  romantic  bowers : 
Where  folemn  grottos  blend  with  funny  glades. 
And  lyric  birds  infpire  poetic  (hades ; 

Then  (hou’d  thy  feat,  when  all  thefe  fcenes  decay, 
When  groves,  and  grotts,  and  temples  fade  away, 
Smile  with  the  laurels  which  the  mufes  give, 

And  in  the  fmooth  defcription  always  live. 

Thy  trees  fhould  then  unfading  greens  difplay, 
Thy  ftreams  fiill  murmur  in  the  Poet’s  lay; 

Clad  in  eternal  verdure,  bloom  as  long 
As  Windfor  Walks,  immortaliz’d  in  fong  : 

Long  as  the  Name  of  Boyle’s  illuftrious  Line 
Shall  grace  the  Seat,  or  in  the  Senate  fhipe. 


THE 
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[  5  ] 


THE 

Mouse  and  the  Oyster 


Occafion’d  by  a 

Mouse  caught  in  an  Oyster-Shell, 

Wrote  at  the  Command  of  the  Right  Honourable 

Lord  Vifcount  IV E  T MO  UTH, 

Divina  opici  rodebant  carmina  Mures ♦ 

LET  loftier  pens  the  hero’s  adts  relate, 

I  fing  the  Moufe's  memorable  fate  * 

Nor  let  a  critic  ear  the  theme  refufe, 

Immortal  made  by  the  Mreonian  Mufe , 

"Tv/  as  when  the  (hades  of  night  o’eripread  the  plain. 
When  bats,  and  fairies,  mice,  and  meteors  reign  $ 

A  3  When 
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When  laboring  hinds  forget  the  toils  of  day. 

And  Philomel  begins  her  lonely  lay  $ 

A  daring  Moufe>  that  dauntlefs  long  defy’d 
The  various  arts  which  Abigail  had  try’d, 

His  deftin’d  doom  receiv’d, — for  foon  or  late 
Both  Mice  and  Monarchs  mud  fubmit  to  fate. 

Of  t’  was  the  moon  with  filver  lullre  crown ’d5 
Since  the  nocturnal  vagrant  march’d  his  round. 
Soon  as  his  foe,  the  fun,  had  took  its  flight, 

Tript  forth  the  little  pyrate  of  the  night ; 

With  cautious  tread, — lecure  from  fell  milhap, 

Of  tabby  tyrant,  or  tremendous  trap. 

So  from  fome  port  of  Sallee  9  or  Algier , 

Their  liar- light  courfe  adventurous  corfairs  fleer. 
Intent  fome  bark,  from  Naples  fraught,  to  feize. 
Or  fome  rich  merchant  from  Levantine  feas. 

Still  at  the  head  of  his  rapacious  clan. 

He  Ikipt  from  Ihelf  to  Ihelf,  and  pan  to  pan : 
With  nofe  fagacious  fnuffs  the  baited  gin. 

Wary  and  confcious  of  the  fnare  within. 

In  vain  the  cook,  alarm’d  with  frequent  fear. 

On  (helves  aloft  conceals  the  daily  geer  : 

Puddings  in  vain, — that  fmoak  but  once  a  week. 
On  cupboard  high  a  fanduary  feek  -9 


Venturous 
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Vent’rous  he  ftorms  the  garrifon  fublime, 

Or  taps  that  clofet  which  he  cannot  climb. 

When  pantry  fails — books  oft*  confefs  his  rage. 
And  hungry  ruin  fpreads  from  page  to  page. 

The  facred  theft  here  mangl’d  bibles  thew  ; 

Here  myftic  Bunyan  mourns,  and  there  De-Foe. 
Romances,  riddles,  tales  of  monks,  and  witches  ; 
With  fongs  of  Robin  Hood ,  and  dying  fpeeches. 
Thus  liv’d  the  wily  Moufe  on  various  prey. 

Plunder’d  all  night,  and  flumber’d  all  the  day. 

When  ruddy  morn  wak’d  the  more  ruddy  maid, 
What  fcenes  of  ruin  were  around  difplay’d  ! 

Bright  batons  here  in  painted  fragments  lie. 

And  there  the  fquallid  relicks  of  a  pie. 

Oft*  in  polluted  loaves,  aghaft  !  fhe  fees 
Arch’d  caverns  yawn,  and  fepulchres  of  cheefe* 

Not  more  tremendous  lookt  the  Cyclop's  den, 

Or  Cuma's  grot,  defcrib’d  by  Maro's  pen. 

But  the  lamented  faucer  grieves  her  moil, 

Whofe  brims  blue  letters  in  a  circle  boaft  : 

That  faucer,  which  her  fwain  laft  rural  wake 
Gave  her,  adorn’d  with  motto,  and  with  cake  ; 
'Twas  then,  with  weeping  eyes,  revenge  fhefwore. 
And  threw  the  laft  fad  remnants  on  the  floor  $ 


Invok’d 
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Invok’d  both  Gods  and  Daemons  in  defpair, 

And  mutter’d  half  a  curfe,  and  half  a  pray’r. 

Not  with  lefs  grief  the  Trojan  heroes  found 
Their  proftrate  banquets  fcatter’d  on  the  ground  $ 
When  from  on  high  rapacious  Harpys  flew, 

With  claws  obfcene,  and  all  the  feafl:  o’erthrew. 

Thus  long,  unharm'd,  the  Epicure  patrol’d, 

And  fearlefs  o’er  thefllent  manfions  flroi’d; 
Luxurious  nights  in  pleafing  plunder  paft. 

Nor  wot  that  this  was  doom’d  to  be  his  laft. 

For  now  the  time— the  deftin’d  time,  was  fent  $ 

So  fate  ordain’d,— and  who  can  fate  prevent  ? 

Once  more  night’s  fhades  involv’d  the  haunted  houfe  > 
Once  more  from  covert  bolts  the  advent’rous  Moufe , 
As  ufual,  ranging  for  nodturnal  prey, 

In  fome  ill  hour,  he  crept  where  Oyjlers  lay. 

The  Fifh,,  commiflion’d  from  the  wat’ry  throng, 
With  tegument  of  fcaly  armour  ft r on g. 

Lay  with  expanded  mouth — an  horrid  cell ! 

What  pen  the  dire  cataftrophe  can  tell  ? 

Stretch t  on  the  fhore,  thus  ready  for  furprize. 

With  ja  ws  expanded,  Nile’s  dread  monfter  lies. 

Th*  infatiate  thief,  now  fond  of  fome  new  difh. 
Explores  the  dark  apartment  of  the  fiih ; 

Confcious  of  bearded  touch,  the  OyJIer  fell. 

And  caught  the  head  of  caitiff*  in  the  fhell. 


In 
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In  vain  the  vi&im  labours  to  get  free 
From  durance  hard,  and  dread  captivity  : 

Lockt  in  the  clofe  embrace — dire  fate !  he  lies 
In  pillory  fafe—pants,  ftruggles,  fqueaks,  and  dies. 

Instructed  thus — let  Epicures  beware. 
Warn’d  of  their  fate — nor 'leek  luxurious  fare.. 

But  when  the  Cook  beheld  her  foe  confin’d, 

O  fay  what  raptures  fill’d  her  anxious  mind  ? 

What  acclamations  fill  the  joyful  houfe  ? 

What  wond’ring  crouds  behold  the  captive  Moufe  ? 

Still  hangs  the  fhell — a  monument  fublime. 
Safe  where  no  boys  can  reach,  no  cats  can  climb  : 
Where  oftrich-eggs,  and  birds  prefaging  weather, 
Dry’d  herbs,  dry’d  hams,  and  halcyons  fwingtogethe 

And  when  beneath  the  jovial  mailer  fmoaks. 
And  cracks  his  nuts, — his  bottles, — or  his  jokes. 
This  tale  he  tells,  to  grace  the  refcu’d  Pie  •> 

And  to  the  trophy ’d  relic  points  on  high. 
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T  O  A 

Beautiful  Young  Lady, 

O  N  H  E  R 

Conveying  a  Viper  into  a  Clergyman’s 
Pocket,  at  the  Earl  of  Orrery’s,  at 
Marji  on-Houfey  Aug.  1744. 


POSSEST  with  luch  refifllefs  charms, 
Why  fhould  you  covet  other  arms  ? 
Why  any  foreign  aid  explore, 

You  who  cou’d  wound  too  faft  before  ? 
With  Cupid’ s  whole  artillery  clad, 

?Twas  barbarous,  poifon’d  darts  to  add. 


In  other  foes  *tis  deem'd  unfair. 
With  venom’d  arms  to  wage  a  war, 
Achilles ,  or  fam'd  Pella's  lord. 

In  poifon  never  dipt  their  fword. 


Tyrants 
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Tyrants,  of  high  deipotic  views. 

Will  arbitrary  weapons  ufe. 

Sure  you  arefome  tyrannic  maid. 

To  call  in  Vipers  to  your  aid, 

And  make  us  run  ftill  further  rifque  $ 

You,  who  have  eyes  of  Bafilifk. 

But  as  of  old,  in  Eden' s  ground. 

Serpents  in  flow’ry  fields  were  found  : 

So  hence  this  Moral  we  may  take. 

No  Paradife  without  a  Snake. 

Twas  well  a  grave  and  reverend  Seer 
You  thus  infpir’d  with  mortal  fear  ; 

For  men  of  fandtity,  they  fay, 

With  fpells  can  conjure  harm  away  : 

But  ah !  no  fpells  can  exorcife 
The  fatal  magic  of  your  Eyes  $ 

Eyes  that  at  every  glance  can  kill, 

And  baffle  Mead' s,  and  Galen’s  fkill. 


TO 


i 
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T  O 


A  Young  LADY, 


On  her  Liking  the 


Preceding  Verfes,  in  Praife  of  Mifs  P — -tt. 
^  INCE  free  from  a  detra<ding  fpirit, 


k3  You  bear  to  hear  a  rival’s  merit  5 
The  praife  which  is  to  Celia  due, 

Fair  Nymph !  but  echoes  back  to  you, 

Wi  th  candour,  and  good-nature  bled* 
No  envy  fwells  your  peaceful  bread. 
Envy  and  Pride  too  oft*  are  found 
Like  wafps  to  vifit  flow’ry  ground  ; 

And  murm’ring  mod  in  fragrant  air, 

Buz  thro’  the  circles  of  the  fair. 

Pity  fuch  gueds  fhou’d  e’er  annoy 
Bofoms  of  beauty,  and  of  joy. 

As  Vipers  often  hide  unfeen. 

Beneath  fome  bank  of  molly  green  ; 

But  candid  minds,  and  generous  Hearts, 
Defpife  fuch  low  cenforious  arts. 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  fparkling  beauties  Celia  blefs, 

Delia's  and  your’s  are  not  the  lefs. 

What  if  the  Mufe  applauds  like  you, 

Fair  Phillis ,  and  Orinda  too  ; 

Say,  gentle  Nymph,  would  you  repine, 

If  I  fhould  fing,  and  they  fhould  fhine  ? 

Envy,  like  fome  contagious  blight, 

Blafts  the  fair  bloffoms  of  the  light ; 

That  canker  beauty’s  force  difarms. 

And  robs  the  fair  of  half  their  charms  : 

Like  trees  which  call  fuch  noxious  fhades, 
That  every  plant  about  them  fades. 

True  merit  ftill  our  praife extorts, 
Whether  in  cottages,  or  courts  5 
Whether  it  gilds  the  rich  brocade. 

Or  humbly  lurks  in  freeze,  or  plaid  : 
While  the  vain  pomp,  which  crouds  adore. 
Is  only  folly,  varnifh’d  o’er. 

Oh  !  happy  Nymph !— in  whom  we  find 
The  charms  of  body,  and  of  mind  : 

And  happy  Swain  !  whofe  lot  fhall  fhare 
A  Nymph  fo  generous,  and  fo  fair. 


TO 
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&*%  ?*%  /®*  J*%  #**% *&%  ***%  **•%  /^%  /°V ^  ?&%  /®\  /0\  #*** 


To  the  Reverend 

Mr.  Lionel  Seaman ,  M.  A. 

ON  HIS 

Building  a  new  Vicarage-Houfe  at  Frome, 
on  the  Ruins  of  the  old  Houfe, 

FEBRUARY,  1748. 

Vetufth  dare  novitatem ,  obfcuris  gratiam 
Obfoletis  nitoremy  &c„  Cicero. 

WHERE  late  an  old  monaftic  Strudure  floods 
In  ruins  clad,  and  filent  folitude  $ 

In  antient  times,  as  popifh  legends  tell. 

Of  Auftin  faints,  a  venerable  cell  : 

(When  fuperftition  her  dark  empire  fpread, 

And  learning  lurk’d  in  cobweb,  and  in  fhade  •> 

When 
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When  monks  in  pious  ignorance  were  nurft, 

And  tomes  immortal  lay  conceal’d  in  duft)  , 

A  finish'd  Fabric  now  falutes  the  day, 

With  pleafing  pomp,  magnificently  gay. 

Where  yawning  arches  nodded  all  around. 

The  fair  Creation  rifes  from  the  ground  ; 

In  graceful  elegance  attradls  the  fight. 

Smiles  o’er  the  ruins,  and  difpels  the  night. 

As  when  the  weary  traveller,  with  furprize. 

Sees  fudden  verdure  in  the  defart  rife  -y 

Thus  midft  the  wafte  the  beauteous  pile  appears. 

And  mocks  the  fpoil  of  time,  the  wreck  of  years. 
Admiring  crouds  the  pleafing  change  explore. 

While  order  reigns,  where  difcord  fpread  before. 

Order  ftill  pleafes  each  judicious  eye. 

E’en  dunces  Art  admire, — they  know  not  why. 
Beauty  and  Harmony  ftrike  every  mind ; 

In  Herds  and  Hottentots  a  tafte  we  find  : 

That  eye  or  organ  muft  have  fome  dileafe. 

Which  founds  can’t  touch,  or  beauty  cannot  pleafe. 

Thus  when  you  charm  the  lift’ning  croud  around3 
With  pious  precepts,  and  pathetic  found  $ 

Each  tuneful  period  ftill  attention  draws. 

And  fullen  envy  whifpers  out  applaufe  ^ 


The 


L  16  ] 

The  foft  convi&ion  ftrikes  the  poifon’d  ear, 

And  contrite  finners  drop  th’  unwilling  tear. 

So  when  mad  fpiders  *  bite  th’  Italian  Twain* 
Mufic’s  foft  power  reftores  the  fenfe  again  : 

Or  when  relax’d  the  tuneful  hours  you  fpend. 

To  banifh  care,  or  entertain  your  friend, 

The  confcious  nerves  feel  each  tranfporting  firing  | 
The  groves  are  hufht,  and  birds  forget  to  fing. 

Others  of  prouder  palaces  may  boaft. 

Of  blundering  labour,  and  unmeaning  cofl ; 
Where  fhapelefs  plans  abfurdity  confefs. 

In  Gothic  ornaments,  and  barbarous  drefs ; 

Where  flone  and  timber  lie  in  chaos  more. 
Than  in  the  quarry,  or  the  wood  before : 

Like  Babel’s  tower  fuch  piles  blafpheme  the  fkys, 
And  mock  the  more,  the  more  fublime  they  rife. 

Here  fenfe  and  fymmetry  in  every  part. 
Command  the  eye,  and  captivate  the  heart. 

Now  in  a  cornice,  or  a  light  we  trace, 

Romano' s  genius,  or  Vitruvio' s  grace. 

O’er  all  a  grand  limplicity  is  feen, 

A  modeft  beauty,  and  majeflic  mien. 

Here  Attic  windows  welcome  in  the  day, 

Fair  without  ftate,  and  without  fplendor  gay  : 


*  The  Bite  of  the  Tarantula  is  cured  by  Mufic. 


No 
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No  wanton  rays,  with  glaring  luftre  (bine. 

The  light  looks  folemn,  and  the  day  divine. 

If  fome  fair  villa,  or  faloon  we  raife, 

Corinthian  wreaths,  and  fluted  columns  pleafe  ; 
Inlaid  Mofaic  £hews  its  figur’d  face. 

And  fwol’n  feftoons  the  gaudy  pillars  grace : 

But  when  Religion  bids  the  ftrudture  rife. 

No  flow’ry  fculptures  (hou’d  allure  our  eyes ; 

The  plan,  like  epic,  fhould  be  grand  and  oney 
And  no  unhallow’d  chiflfel  mark  the  ftone. 

From  hence  expanding  landfkips  ftrike  the  view, 
Whofe  wild  variety  feems  always  new. 

Deep  in  the  vale  below,  the  river  glides  5 
Gay  fields  and  gardens  deck  its  verdant  fides  ; 
Peaceful  it  glides  the  noify  town  along, 

Calm,  and  unmindful  of  the  buly  throng  : 

As  fome  lone  pilgrim,  bent  on,  his  abode, 

With  fteady  fteps  purfues  the  filent  road. 

From  hence,  the  hills,  the  gardens,  and  the  trees. 
With  blended  bowers,  and  checquer’d  beauty’s  pleafe* 
While  tufted  farms,  embofom’d  deep  in  green. 

With  mifcellaneous  view  divert  the  feene. 

Close  by  the  pile,  where  flood  the  antient  hall, 
A  new  Gymnafium  rears  its  humbler  wall. 

Religion  thus,  with  learning  in  her  eye. 

Together  rife— and  (hall  together  die. 
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One  fate  attends  the  Rojlrum  and  the  Rod , 

Still  Fallas  trembles,  when  her  temples  nod  $ 

Still  in  one  orb,  like  lifter  ftars  they  ftiine  ; 

Move  in  one  track,  and  in  one  lhade  decline. 

Frame  fmiies,  and  views  with  pleafure  and  furprize 
Her  facred  walls  from  defolation  rife. 

The  myftic  Mufe  fees  brighter  days  revolve, 

The  rays  of  knowledge  dawn,  the  clouds  diftolve  : 
With  eyes  prophetic  fees  her  fages  rule, 

And  wave  the  gentle  fceptre  o’er  the  fchool  : 

Sees  youths  unborn  infpire  the  clafiic  ground. 

And  learned  accents  o’er  the  roof  refound. 

While  fa&ious  Ignorance,  with  jealous  eyes, 

Far  from  the  rifing  feminary  flies. 

Long  may  you  live,  to  grace  the  happy  feat, 
And  peace  and  pleafure  blefs  the  fweet  retreat. 
Corred:  mad  vice,  negleded  laws  reftore  ; 

Bid  laurels  bloom  where  ivy  crept  before  $ 

While  Arts  and  Learning  all  about  you  fmils. 

And  exil’d  Mufes  hover  o’er  the  pile. 


A 


\ 
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A 

Farewel  to  the  Country. 

By  a  LADY. 

HOW  fhall  the  Mufe,  diftrefs’d  in  numbers,  tell 
The  pain  (he  feels  at  this  fad  word — -farewel  ? 
Scarce  can  fhe  bear  the  oft’  repeated  found. 

While,  echo  like,  the  accents  back  rebound  3 
And  ftill  purfue  her,  like  fome  frighted  ghoft, 

’Till  in  great  LcWtftf’s  crouded  ftreets  they’re  loft. 
Farewel  to  all  the  pleafures  of  the  fields, 

Thofe  fweet  delights  each  fpangl’d  meadow  yields, 
Farewel  ye  filver  ftreams,  ye  bubbling  brooks. 

Ye  reverend  lofty  trees,  and  rural  rooks. 

Farewel  to  the  melodious  feather’d  throng, 

Whofe  artlefs  notes  infpir’d  my  ruftic  fong. 

B  2 
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While  warbling  lweetnefs  footh’d  my  cares  to  reft* 

'And  peace  and  harmony  fill’d  all  my  bread. 
Farewel  each  ihady  wood,  each  fragrant  grove. 

Each  verdant  plain,  where  fleecy  flocks  dill  rove. 
Farewel  the  lowly  huts,  where  virtue  dwells  ; 
Farewel  to  merit,  hid  in  lonely  cells. 

Farewel  each  charming  dear  delicious  {hade, 

Where  balmy  Zephyrs  fan  the  harmlefs  maid. 

No  more  {hall  I  your  jovial  paftimes  join. 

Watch  my  dear  flocks,  or  curious  garlands  twine. 
When  free  from  care  in  beachen  bower  I  fung, 
Nor  ever  thought  the  Halcyon  moments  long  : 
That  fweet  retirement,  and  thofe  blifsful  joys* 

I  now  exchange  for  tumults,  crouds  and  noife. 

Farewel  then,  cThyrJis ,  by  the  Gods  defign’d 
A  bleffing  to  thefe  plains,  and  all  mankind. 

Still  tweedy  fing  your  fof t  melodious  lays, 

And  with  your  facred  art  prolong  our  days. 

Farewel  Philander  !  lovely  Delia  too, 

But  oh  !  the  mufe  can  fcarcely  fay  adieu. 

Still  to  the  nuptial  band  an  honour  live, 

That  Hymen ,  long  difgrac’d,  new  joys  may  give. 

Farewel  Palemon  !  may  that  pleafing  art* 
Which  undefigning  charms  our  virgin  heart, 


Still 
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Still  its  unfully’d  innocence  retain, 

And  may  you  never  breath  one  figh  in  vain. 

But  when  the  ipeaking  chords  you  artful  pred. 

Or  tuneful  fung,  what  nymph  could  guard  her  bread? 
But  oh  !  may  generous  paffions  charm  your  foul. 

And  friendfhip’s  facred  ties  your  love  control. 

To  Strephon  too  I  now  mud  bid  farewel, 

In  whom  the  pleafing  graces  fweetly  dwell : 

That  fweet  vivacity,  that  fprightly  air, 

That  lovely  mien  will  charm  th’  admiring  fair. 

Farewel  to  Philomela's  tuneful  drains,' 

Which  blefs  the  fields,  and  charm  the  wond’ring 
fwains : 

Whofe  warbling  numbers  oft*  my  foul  infpir’d, 
Rais’d  my  dull  foul,  and  every  paffion  fir’d. 

But  tho’  deny’d  the  mufic  of  your  tongue. 

On  which  the  fofted  eloquence  is  hung, 

Yet  deign  to  blefs  me  with  fome  tuneful  thought. 
And  let  me  not,  tho’  abfent,  be  forgot. 

Oh  !  make  thefe  fcenes  immortal  with  your  praife ; 
Still  may  they  bloom  in  Philomela' s  lays. 

But  how  my  dear  Belinda  can  I  quit  ? 

Bled  with  good  humour,  eloquence,  and  wit. 

How  bright  her  foul !  her  language  how  refin’d  ! 
How  jud  her  thoughts  !  how  uncorrupt  her  mind! 

B  3  With 
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With  her  how  fwift  the  pleafing  moments  flew  S 
Sure  fuch  a  form  can  favage  fouls  fubdue. 

But  yet  tho’  diftant,  may  we  ever  prove 
The  nobleft  friendfhip,  pure  angelic  love. 

And  dear  Myrtilla  with  regret  I  lofe. 

Who  firft  did  (mile  upon  my  infant  mufe. 

Elfe  had  (he  (till  in  (hades  obfcure  have  lain, 

And  not  appear’d  on  this  cenforious  plain. 

But  banifh’d  now  from  your  aufpicious  fmile. 

My  mufe  no  more  (hall  fleeting  hours  beguile. 
Should  (lie  with  all  her  rural,  artlefs  trains 
Of  unfufpedting  harmlefs  nymphs  and  fwains, 
?Midft  beaus  and  belles,  in  the  gay  town  appear. 
At  virtuous  innocence,  how  wou’dthey  fneer  ? 

How  would  they  liften  with  a  ft  range  amaze, 

To  hear  her  pipes  and  reeds,  ’mid ft  balls  and  plays? 
While  (lie  (unfkill’d  in  thofe  pernicious  arts, 

By  which  they  triumph  o’er  unwary  hearts) 

Muft  be  infulted  by  corrupted  wit. 

Or  fly  their  jeers,  or  what  is  worle,  fubmit. 

Guilty  amours  muft  then  her  lays  recite. 

And  perjur’d  love  her  tuneful  thoughts  indite. 

Ah  !  can  I  wifh  my  inofifenfive  mufe 
Wou’d  thus  her  virtuous  innocence  abufe  ? 

Forbid  it  Heaven,  my  mufe  (hould  faithlefsbe  $ 

Oh  !  rather  let  her  fly  to  (hades  and  liberty, 


And 
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And  live  unnoted  on  thofe  blilsful  plains. 

Where  fpotlefs  love  in  rural  fweetnefs  reigns. 

There  let  me  vifit  thy  delicious  bowers. 

And  range  the  fields  to  gather  new-blown  flowers  $ 
Watch  the  gay  nymphs  in  their  delightful  fports. 
Which  yield  more  joy  than  baneful  biils  of  courts. 
In  vain  the  fates  have  plac’d  me  in  the  town. 

Where  noife  and  difcord  would  my  numbers  drown. 
Domeftic  cares  may  here  fome  hours  employ, 

But  the  dear  (hades  will  give  a  lading  joy. 

My  tuneful  fancy  oft’  will  take  her  flight. 

Where  once  (he  us’d  to  revel  with  delight : 

No  theme  can  here  one  well-formed  number  raife, 
For  all  my  foul  was  form’d  for  rural  lays. 

Then  Philomela  will  my  fongs  approve ; 

While  every  note  Myrtilla' s  foul  will  move. 

Grant  this  requeft,  the  reft  I  will  refign. 

Nor  afk  one  favour  of  the  tuneful  nine. 


VERSES 


V  ERSES, 

In  Praise  of  the 

Society  of  Card-Makers, 

Lately  Eftablifh’d  at  Frome, 

1738. 

COME,  Mufe,  forfake  the  grove,  and  purling  rill, 
To  fing  the  wonders  of  mechanic  fkill  : 

More  ufeful  themes  demand  thy  future  lays. 
Pregnant  with  bleffings,  and  a  nation's  praife. 

Let  antient  legends,  of  romantic  Greece , 
Applaud  the  union  of  the  golden  fleece  : 

In  later  days,  let  popifh  records  boaft. 

Great  Godjry' s  band,  and  the  Teutonic  hofl. 

More  worthy  leagues  mechanic  patriots  frame, 

For  manual  arts  deferve  a  nobler  name. 


On 
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On  that  fam'd  day,  when  curfed  Jefuits  vow'd 
To  blaft  the  fenate  in  a  fulphurous  cloud. 

The  members  meet  ;  a  memorable  band, 

Tho'  mean  their  rank,  their  toil  fupports  the  land  : 
Linkt  in  the  chain  of  bufinefs,  peace  and  love, 
Such  fenates  are  the  flay  of  that  above. 

No  party  feuds,  no  politician's  prate, 

Difturb  the  order  of  the  little  ftate  : 

v 

No  impious  oaths,  no  vanity  obfcene, 

Polute  the  fynod,  and  the  feaft  prophane  : 

But  commerce,  harmony,  and  publick  good, 

Eafe  for  the  fick,  and  for  the  hungry  food  $ 
Illuftrious  Motives !  crown  the  great  defign. 

Nor  courts  can  frame  a  purpofe  more  divine. 

But  now,  the  Mufe,  if  Pallas  deign  her  aid. 
In  a  rough  verfe,  fhall  paint  a  rougher  trade  : 

She  firft  the  virgins  taught  to  card  and  fpin, 

And  bid  the  loom  its  wond'rous  web  begin  : 
Immortal  Vida  fung  the  Silk-worm's  fkill. 

And  Virgil's  Numbers  taught  the  fwain  to  till. 

Of  Afh  or  Beechen  wood,  an  oblong  fquare, 
Is  the  firft  bafis  of  the  future  care  : 

The  mafter  next,  with  mathematic  art, 

In  figur'd  diagrams  difledts  each  part ; 

Curious  as  thofe  who  deftin'd  vidtims  flay, 

What  part  to  fave,  and  what  to  caft  away  : 


Or 
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Or  as  fam'd  Dido ,  who  with  leathern  thong 
Mark’d  out  the  ground  from  whence  great  Carthage 
fprung. 

By  artifts  next  the  leaves  are  well  refin’d, 

Sbav'd,  moos' d,  and  fuppl'd  for  the  ufe  defign’d 
Then  ftretch’d  on  tents,  of  pain  unconfcious,  feel 
Two  pungent  darts  of  penetrating  fteel, 

'Till  in  a  thoufand  gaping  wounds  pritch’d  thro'  ; 
Each  orifice  extends  exa&ly  true. 

Now  from  its  bonds  th'  imprifon’d  captive  flies. 

And  ftands  the  tefl:  of  criticifing  eyes. 

Review  thus  pafs’d~each  pore  receives  a  tire 
In  fliining  weapons  clad,  of  ftapl’d  wire. 

So  glittering  cohorts,  marfhal’d  in  array. 

In  even  files  their  fhining  arms  difplay  ; 

While  polifh’d  blades  thro’  every  vifta  glide. 

And  in  a  thoufand  ranks  the  leaf  divide. 

Hail  Art  divine  !  by  thy  laborious  toil 
W e  fee  the  texture  of  the  fleecy  fpoil. 

From  hence  Britannia's  artful  fons  procure 
Wealtkto  the  rich,  and  plenty  to  the  poor. 

’Tis  thus  her  loaded  fleet  the  fea  commands. 

And  cloaths  the  favages  in  diftant  lands. 

Commerce  and  Liberty  enrich  our  fhore. 

While  flothful  Spaniards  pine  amidft  their  ftore. 

VERSES, 
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V  E  R  S  E  S, 

Written  on  the  First  Leaf  of  a 

Lawyer’s  Coke  upon  Littleton * 

OH  !  thou,  who  labour’d  in  the  rugged  mine, 
May’d  thou  to  gold  th*  unpolifli’d  ore  refine  \ 
May  each  dark  page  unfold  its  haggard  brow  ; 

Doubt  not  to  reap,  if  thou  can’d  bear  to  plough. 

To  tempt  thy  care,  may  each  revolving  night 
Purfes  and  maces  fwim  before  thy  fight. 

From  hence,  in  times  to  come,  adventVous  deed  I 
Mav’ft  thou  eflfay  to  fpeak,  to  look  like  Mead. 
When  the  black  bag  and  rofe  no  more  fhall  fhade^ 
With  martial  air,  the  honors  of  thine  head  ; 

When  the  full  wig  thy  vifage  (hall  inclofe, 

And  only  leave  to  view  thy  learned  nofe. 

Safely  thou  may’d  defy  beaux,  wits,  and  fcofifers. 
When  tenants  in  fee-fimpie  duff  thy  coffers. 

T  Q 
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T  O 

A  Young  LADY, 

ON  HER 

Return  to  the  Country, 

After  a  long  Pilgrimage  at  BATH. 


AR  E  you  return’d  at  lafl — apoftate  maid  ! 

To  calm  retirement,  and  the  rural  fhade  ? 
Welcome,  fweet  Sylvia ,  to  your  hlent  feat. 

Your  fylvan  folitude,  and  green  retreat ; 

Welcome  to  quiet  days,  untroubled  nights. 

To  guiltlefs  joys,  and  innocent  delights  9 
Welcome,  fair  fugitive,  to  peaceful  Holt , 

Almoft  a  defart  grown  fince  your  revolt. 

When  you  withdrew,  politer  guefts  retir’d  ; 

The  place  grew  dull,  the  fountains  uninfpir’d  : 

Your 


Your  wit,  your  company,  and  verfe  prevail'd,  - 
And  oft’  recover’d  when  the  fountains  fail’d. 

*  f  ¥ 
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’Twas  fuch  a  charm,  as  antient  poets  told, 
Infpir’d  the  fam’d  Cajialian  fprings  of  old :  '■  n. 
No  healing  power  thofe  facred  flreams  polled:. 
But  fome  poetic  God  the  region  blefl.  j  2 

So  if  feraphic  Sylvia  deigns  to  fing,  >  / 

Each  lift’ning  ftreatn  is  a  Cajialian  Ipring ; 

Each  grove  divine,  and  every  hill  around. 

Blooms  with  Parnajfian  laurels  at  the  found. 

Long  the  forfaken  fields  your  abfence  mourn’d 
And  meadows  wept,  in  dews,  ’till  you  return’d 
But  now,  again,  the  feather’d  warblers  fing. 

And  in  the  midft  of  winter  make  a  fpring. 

The  tuneful  fillers,  when  you  fled,  withdrew ; 
For  where  you  go,  thofe  Syrens  will  purfue  ; 
While  fome  in  equipage,  and  fhowy  pride, 

In  gilded  vehicles  triumphant  glide  ; 

Compar’d  to  yours,  their  fhining  pomp  is  vain. 
For  all  the  mufes  mingle  in  your  train. 

When  poets  travel,  rural  nymphs  attend, 

Sylphs  dance  around,  and  Goddefles  defcend. 

What  cou’d  you  do  in  Bath' s  tumultuous  air 
Can  you  Impertinence  and  folly  bear  ? 
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What  cou’d  you  do  amongft  the  vain  and  proud, 
But  live  in  folitude  amidft  the  crowd  : 

When  to  the  rooms  you  rov’d  with  penfive  mien. 
Still  anxious  Clio  hover’d  round  unfeen  ; 

On  the  Parade  oft’  whilper’d  in  your  ear. 

Fly  Sylvia ,  fly,— Contentment  is  not  here  : 

Your  genius  calls  you  like  fome  beckoning  ghofl:  $ 
Fly  Sylvia ,  fly— from  this  enchanted  coaft. 
Deluded  Maid,  what  tempts  your  longer  ftay  ? 
The  Country  calls— come  Sylvia ,  come  away. 


January  8,  1750-1. 
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To  an  Ingenious 

Young  LAD  Y, 

Ruffled  with  Passion, 

Who  grew  Calm  on  Reading  fome  Lines 

in  EP ICTETU  S. 


A  A  L  fc  I  i  ■  ./ 

SAY,  much  incenfed  Maid !  can  anger  fwell 

That  peaceful  bofom,  where  the  Mufes  dwell  ! 
Can  female  paffion  difcompofe  that  Bread:, 

Where  Graces  us'd  to  fmile,  and  Cupid's  reft  ? 

Far  other  flames  fhould  fuch  a  bread  infpire. 

Far  other  tranfport — and  poetic  Are. 

No  other  flames  fhou'd  in  that  region  glow. 

But  fuch  as  Seraphs  feel,  and  Poets  know. 


But 
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But  fee  a  ray  of  reafon  from  on  high, 

Dart  thro’  the  gloom,  and  clear  the  troubl’d  fky. 
(How  chang’d  that  Iky,  which  ihone  fo  bright 
before  ? 

How  foon  with  frowns  o’er-caft,  and  clouded  o’er  ?) 

Soon  as  her  gentle  influence  prefidesj 

The  temped:  fcatters,  and  the  ftorm  fubfides. 

Thus  Neptune  fmooths  the  bofom  of  the  deep. 
Governs  the  winds,  and  bids  the  billows  fleep. 

Peace  to  the  foul  of  that  immortal  Sage, 

Who  gave  you  peace,  and  calm’d  the  rifing  rage. 
Sacred  the  page,  the  writing  all  divine, 

Where  heavenly  rhetoric  dwells  in  every  line. 

Divine  philofopher  !  whofe  powerful  fpell. 

And  giant  truths,  can  monfler  paflion  quell. 

The  fteady  ftoic  fits  with  foul  ferene. 

When  tempefts  rife  without,  or  ftorms  within. 

Let  thoughtlefs  fops,  and  confcious  courtiers  dread. 
Earthquakes  below,  or  meteors  o’er  their  head  $ 

The  upright  mind  can  fee  without  a  fhock, 

Diflolving  hills,  and  the  convulfed  rock  $ 

See  the  earth  fhake,  and  labouring  mountains  bow, 
With  mind  unfkaken,  and  compofed  brow. 

When  fudden  fits  of  rage  the  foul  inflame, 

3Tis  a  fhort  earthquake  in  the  human  frame. 


In 
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In  vain  thofe  momentary  {forms  fhall  rife, 

When  EpiEletus  at  your  elbow  lies  5 
While  on  your  defkthe  ftoic  lamp*  burns  bright. 
Or  near  your  pillow  fheds  its  peaceful  light. 
Protected  thus — no  (forms  your  mind  (hall  move. 
And  S — a* s  bofom  fwell  with  nought  but  love. 

March  26,  1750. 


*  Epictetus  commonly  ftudy’d  by  a  Lamp  at  Night. — He  com- 
prifed  all  Philofophy  or  Wifdom  in  thefe  two  words,  fujlint et  abjline  % 
or  bear  and  forbear <  When  he  died,  his  earthen  Lamp  was  fold  for 
3000  Drachmas,  or  about  Pounds. 
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HA  P  P  Y  the  Man,  old  Solon  cry’d, 
Who  with  his  farm  content, 
Can  fmile  at  Croefus *  pomp  and  pride, 
From  his  low  tenement. 

Who  can  at  freedom  range  the  wood. 

Or  reft  upon  a  rock  $ 

Can  at  fome  fountain  take  his  food. 

Or  tend  his  fleecy  flock. 


Harm- 
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Harmlefs  and  innocent  as  they, 

And  free  from  clam’rous  ftrife, 

He  reads  or  fings  the  time  away, 

And  taftes  the  fweets  of  life, 

,  f  .  j  * 

Happy  the  man,  fay  all  the  wife. 

Who  wears  a  chearful  mien, 

Scorns  to  be  govern’d  by  the  fkies. 

Or  clouded  by  the  fpleen. 

Whose  thoughts,  free,  open,  unconfin’d. 

Are  void  of  all  deceit ; 

Where  reafon  only  rules  the  mind. 

And  keeps  her  God-like  feat. 

Smooth  thro’  his  heart  glides  foft  repofe. 

No  ftorms  that  feat  furprize; 

Calm  as  the  Itream  which  by  him  flows. 

Or  cavern  where  he  lies. 

On  Virtue’s  turret  rais’d  he  flands, 

And  crowds  beneath  him  fees  $ 

Firm  as  a  pile  on  rocky  lands. 

Sublime  as  cedar  trees. 

C  2  No 


C  36  ] 


No  dangers  fright  his  fteady  foul, 

Nor  difcompofe  his  reft ; 

Let  the  earth  £hake,  or  thunders  roll, 
’Tis  fun-ftiine  in  his  breaft. 

Thus  unconcern’d,  Fabricius  fat, 
When  Pyrrhus  plac’d,  unfeen. 

The  monfter  arm’d  in  dreadful  ftate, 
Behind  the  Roman’s  fcreen. 

Sedate,  and  fteady  as  before. 

He  faw  the  beaft  appear, 

And  o’er  his  head,  with  hideous  roar, 
His  great  probofcis  rear. 


ON 
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On  the  Death  of 

Mifs  G  0  LDN  ET. 

I  N  S  C  R  I  B’D  T  O 

.." '" .  .  r  "! 

Mrs.  S- - - - —K. 


FAIR  and  unfpotted,  to  the  realms  of  light 
Accomplifh’d  Flavia  takes  her  filent  flight : 
Heaven  envy’d  mortals  fuch  a  beauteous  prize, 

And  to  fecure  her,  fnatch’d  her  to  the  Ikies. 
Defpairing  lovers  languifh’d  here  in  vain, 

Nor  gold  nor  grandeur  could  the  veftal  gain  : 

’Till  ravenous  Death  each  avenue  pofleft, 

And  ftorm’d  the  chryflal  palace  of  her  bread  5 
Then  gently  lands  her  on  that  peaceful  fhore, 

Where  tempefts  ceafe,  and  billows  rage  no  more. 

C  3  So 
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So  young,  fo  chafte,  fo  beautiful,  fo  gay, 

The  conqueror  flood  relenting  o’er  his  prey. 

So  griev’d  the  Roman  o’er  the  town  he  burn’d  ; 
Sigh’d  o’er  the  flames,  and  as  he  conquer’d  mourn’d. 

Still  lives  the  Nymph  bleft  in  Elyfian  fhades, 
Where  youth  ftill  blooms,  and  beauty  never  fades. 
With  pitying  Eyes  views  this  fantaftic  fhow, 

This  Tragi-Comedy  of  Life  below; 

To  crown  her  blifs  harmonious  bands  confpire, 

She  wants  but  you  to  make  her  heaven  entire. 
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A 

REBUS 

O  N  T  H  E 

AUTHOR’S  NAME. 


WHAT  was  chiefly  in  ufe  before  guns  were 
invented. 

And  the  place  of  retreat  for  wild  beafts  under 

Where  they  couch  under  covert,  fecure  and 
contented, 

Makes  the  name  of  a  Poet  that’s  highly  renow  n’d* 
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TO  THE 

* 

Unknown  Contriver 

Of  the  Foregoing 

Rebus  on  Bow  and  Den. 

See  the  Bath  Journal  of  Dec,  1,  1747. 

T  HE  Author  Bows  with  half  his  name 
To  him  from  whom  the  Rebus  carpe  : 

And  to  the  other  moiety — Den 
Invites  the  poet  with  his  pen  ; 

There  to  regale  with  wine  and  fallad, 

And  for  the  defert,  fong  and  ballad. 

No  rarities  my  cave  afford, 

But  mofs  and  peace  to  biefs  the  board. 

Simple  is  all  poetic  diet  ; 

Bards  can  on  vegetables  riot. 

If  bleft  with  freedom,  peace,  and  quiet. 

Poets 
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Poets  and  hermits  we  are  told. 

In  dens  and  caverns  liv’d  of  old. 

There  if  I  live  from  tumult  free, 

This  cell  a  palace  proves  to  me. 

Sweet  peace- — that  ft  ranger  to  the  great. 
Still  hovers  round  my  rural  feat. 

Sweet  liberty,  about  my  cell 

That  mountain  nymph  delights  to  dwell. 

Then  teize  me  not  to  court  or  wed. 

She  reigns  the  miftrefs  of  my  bed  : 

Wedded  to  her,  with  all  her  charms, 

I  clafp  the  Goddefs  in  my  arms. 

Mean  while  may  you  be  bleft  by  Phcebus p 

Who  thus  dififedt  my  name  in  Rebus  j 

And  could  with  Bow  and  Den  contrive 

To  keep  fix  letters  thus  alive  ; 

And  witfrnhe  trammel’d  mufe  in  fetters, 

.  .  >  5 
Anatomize  it  in  fix  letters. , 

Poetic  chymift,  to  fublime 

And  filtre  me  in  witty  rhime. 

The  tortur’d  name  you  thus  divide 

Between  two  words,  ftands  crucify ’d  -y 

Now  (hall  my  name  immortal  reign, 

As  long  as  Bow —  and  Den  remain. 


()  D  E 
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DAUGHTER  fweet  of  voice  and  air. 

Gentle  Echo  hafte  thee  here. 

From  the  vale  where  all  around 


Hollow  rocks  return  the  found  : 
From  the  fwelling  furge  that  roars. 
On  the  tempeft-beaten  fhores : 
From  the  filent  mofs-grown  cell. 
Haunt  of  warbling  Philomel. 
Where  unfeen  of  man  you  lie. 
Queen  of  woodland  harmony. 
Daughter  fweet  of  voice  and  air. 
Gentle  Echo  hafte  thee  here. 


2  o 

Listen  nymph  divine,  and  learn 
Strains  to  make  Narcijfus  burn. 

Hark  !  the  heavenly  fong  begins, 

Air  be  ftill !  breath  foft  ye  winds ! 

Peace 
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Peace  ye  noify  feather’d  choir, 

While  Dione  ftrikes  the  lyre. 

See  each  eye,  each  raptur’d  ear, 

Fix’d  to  gaze,  and  charm’d  to  hear! 

All  around  enchantment  reigns, 

Such  the  magic  of  her  ftrains : 

Strains,  which  if  thou  can’ft  but  learn* 
Soon  will  make  NarciJJus  burn  ! 

3- 

Echo  fhould  they  fail  to  move 
His  obdurate  heart  to  love, 

Borrow  (for  (he  well  can  fpare) 

Borrow  her  enchanting  air. 

Learn  her  eafe  and  elegance 
Of  motion  in  the  airy  dance. 

Learn  the  grace  with  which  fhe  ftrays 
Thro’  the  light  fantaftic  maze ; 

And  a  thoufand  charms  untold, 

Should  Narcijfus  (till  be  cold. 

Charms !  the  leaft  of  which  would  move 
His  obdurate  heart  to  love. 


ON 
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ON  THE 


Earl  of  ORRERY’S 

(Now  Earl  of  CORK's) 

Cutting  down  the 

Limb  of  an  Aged  Tree, 

In  his  Garden  at  MARSTON, 

Which  intercepted  a  fine  View. 

± 

r-  4 

Annofa  excelfos  tendebat  ad  cethera  ramos ; 

* — - - — nulla  violate!  fecuri . 

LONG  unrefolv’d,  my  Lord,  you  knew  not  how 
To  fave  the  profpeft,  and  preferve  the  bough  > 
And  while  the  dire  event  you  anxious  weigh’d, 
Alternate  paffions  in  your  bofom  fway’d. 

Long  had  the  reverend  branch,  with  head  fublime, 
Defy’d  the  rage  of  tempefts,  and  of  time. 

Its 
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Its  aged  top,  and  venerable  fhade, 

Its  hoary  honours,  and  majeftic  head, 

To  fave  the  favourite  limb,  pathetic  plead. 

But  the  dark  foliage  intercepts  the  fight 
Of  opening  beauties,  and  obftrudts  the  light. 
Condemn'd  at  laft,  in  fpight  of  all  debate. 

For  trees  and  tyrants  mu  ft  fubmit  to  fate  ; 

With  trembling  hand  the  penfive  gard’ner  ftands. 
Unwilling  to  obey  his  Lord's  commands  : 

Thus  Pyrrhus  paus'd  o'er  Priam' s  hoary  age, 

With  fword  fufpended,  and  reludtant  rage, 

In  vain — for  Juno  frown'd,  and  fate  decreed, 

That  ftately  Troy  muff  fall,  and  Priam  bleed. 

But  while  the  fteel  inflidts  the  fatal  wound. 

The  fympathizing  Dryads  hover  round ; 

At  every  ftroke  the  confcious  Genii  groan, 

And  mimic  echos  murmur  to  the  moan. 

But  ceafe  your  plaints,  an  aged  Sylvan  cries, 

In  future  times  a  nobler  fhade  (hall  rife : 

Already  fee  the  new  creation  bloom 
With  infant  greens,  and  flourifh  in  its  room  ; 

In  unknown  paths  glad  Zephyrs  learn  to  rove, 

With  pleafing  whifpers,  thro1  the  rural  grove. 

* 

These  groves  fhall  then  Boyle' syet  unborn  infpire^ 
And  give  to  fummer  fhade,  to  winter  fire  : 


Here 
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Here  the  bright  youths  fhall  fpend  the  learned  hours. 
In  claffic  walks,  and  philofophic  bowers. 

Blest  is  the  man,  and  happy,  if  not  great, 
Whofe  fair  plantations  cloath  his  rural  feat. 

To  future  times,  and  publick  good  a  friend. 

He  fees  new  forefts  from  his  hands  afcend. 

Defcending  fons  fhall  blefs  the  happy  change, 

And  o’er  the  riling  woods  delight  to  range  : 

New  beauties  here,  and  verdant  walks  explore. 
Where  barren  fields,  and  defarts  fpread  before. 

Here  vocal  oaks,  here  towering  elms  arife, 

And  waft  the  planter’s  praifes  to  the  fkies : 

Fair  rows  of  afh,  in  villas  long  extend, 

And  trees  beneath  their  ruddy  burden  bend. 

Here  Lowering  beech,  and  lofty  firr- trees  climb. 

And  o’er  the  humble  meadows  wave  fubiime. 

While  the  gay  moderns,  of  politer  tafte. 

What  former  ages  rais’d,  in  riot  wafle  : 

Quit  their  old  villas,  and  paternal  feats. 

Or  in  mad  folly  diffipate  eflates  : 

Difperfe  their  wealth  in  Vanity  and  Vice, 

And  lofe  a  Dairy  at  a  throw  of  Dice  ; 

For  finoaky  towns  forfake  the  fields  and  brooks, 

And  leave  their  farms  to  peafants  and  to  rooks. 

While  feme,  a  falfe  capricious  tafte  to  pleafc, 
Deftroy  the  greens,  the  gardens,  and  the  trees. 


Like 
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Like  beacons  now  the  modern  villas  rife, 

To  form  a  view,  expos’d  to  northern  Ikies : 

Stript  of  their  greens,  the  naked  manfions  mourn. 
And  flow’ry  gardens  into  paftures  turn. 

But  you,  my  Lord,  who  nobler  views  attend, 
Your  wifer  hours  in  rural  bufinefs  fpend  ; 

Bid  gardens  bloom,  and  trees  adorn  your  pile, 

Blefs  the  poor  fwain,  and  bid  the  defart  fmiie ; 
Diffufe  your  generous  bounty  all  around. 

And  while  you  feed  the  peafant,  blefs  the  ground. 

So  high — your  thoughts  with  noble  fcom  defpife,, 
With  mean  ambition,  in  a  court  to  rife  : 

And  yet,  from  pride  and  haughty  fpirit  free, 

So  low — you  fmiie  upon  my  Mufe,  and  Me. 


On 
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On  the  Death  of 

Mr.  John  Smithy  Clothier, 

Novemrer  1745. 

MUCH  like  the  fabrick  of  my  trade. 

Death  has  diffolv’d  the  human  thread* 

My  frame  I  thought  fo  firmly  join'd. 

Was  but  the  Cloathing  of  the  Mind, 

The  cloth  we  weave,  the  thread  we  fpin 

All  imitate  this  frail  Animal  Machine. 

Devouring  Death  will  foon  confume 

The  ftrongeft  labours  of  the  loom : 

The  clofer  texture  of  my  frame, 

This  Webb  of  Nerves  is  juft  the  fame. 

And  now  the  Fates  which  fpun  the  chain, 

Have  cut  the  Thread  of  Life  again. 


T  O 
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T  O 

A  Young  Lady  at  Holt , 

ON  HER 


Recovery  from  the  Small-Pox, 
;  By  INOCULATION. 


SYLVIA,  a  painful,  yet  a  pleafmg  flight. 

Your  health  reftor’d — the  mufe  attempts  to  write. 
Inoculation !  unharmonious  name  ! 

And  dire  difeafe,  afford  no  grateful  theme  ; 

Yet  thus  infpir’d,  no  dangers  fhall  difmay, 

When  friendfhip  prompts,  and  Sylvia  fmooths  the 
Way. 

Long  had  triumphant  death,  with  fatal  wound. 
Spread  its  malignant  influence  all  around  $ 

D 
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From  age  to  age,  with  barbarous  fpoil  convey’d 
Untimely  ghofts  to  Styx’s  gloomy  (hade  : 

As  with  fell  blaft,  commiffion’d  from  the  fky, 

O’er  guilty  lands  avenging  angels  fly  ; 

From  realm  to  realm  the  curd  contagion  part. 

With  raging  fores,  and  peftilential  blaft. 

The  fpotted  monfter,  with  polluted  gore, 

Breath’d  putrid  death  at  every  poifon’d  pore  : 

Not  with  lefs  fury  o’er  Numidian  plains, 

Or  Barca’s  wafte,  the  fpotted  panther  reigns. 
Noxious  as  fleams  which  from  *  Aver  no  flew, 
Replete  with  mortal  mifts,  and  fulphurous  dew  ; 
The  birds  which  o’er  the  gloomy  caverns  ftray’d, 
Sudden  dropt  fmother’d  in  the  tainted  (hade  ; 

O’er  the  blue  lake,  mute  fifti  aflonifh’d  lie; 

Forget  their  ufelefs  fins,  and  gafping  die. 

^  *  .  .  . 

Th  us  thro’  the  air,  Variola  exhales 
Effluvia  keen,  and  taints  the  fickening  gales. 

Oft’  from  contagious  town,  th*  unhappy  fwain 
Imbibes  from  fetid  fmell,  the  fatal  ftain. 

Home  to  his  honeft  toil  and  ruftic  life. 

He  meets  his  fmiling  babes,  and  anxious  wife  ; 

But  thoughtlefs,  wots  not  death,  that  filent  fleeps 
Within  his  veins,  and  o’er  his  vitals  creeps. 

*  The  Name  of  a  poifonous  Lake  near  Naples ,  which  formerly 
emitted  fuch  mortal  Bxhahations,  that  Birds  were  foffocated  who  flew 
over  it. 


Heav’n 
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Heav’n  to  mankind  this  ignorance  bellows. 

And  in  kind  fhades  conceals  our  future  woes. 

Too  longfuch  havock  had  contagion  fpread, 

And  peopl’d  all  the  regions  of  the  dead ; 

Too  long  had  death  the  cruel  fpoil  enjoy’d. 

And  mortals  half  deform’d,  or  half  deftroy’d : 

As  infe&s  hovering  in  an  eaftern  breeze. 

Or  kill  with  baneful  blafl,  or  mark  the  trees  $ 

’Till  fent  from  Heaven,  th’  inoculating  art. 

Its  fury  checkt,  and  fheath’d  th*  envenom’d  dart. 

Th’  immortal  art,  far  back  in  diftant  time. 

Was  practis’d  firft  in  fair  Circajfia' s  clime. 

5Twas  thus  the  beauties  of  that  martial  race. 

From  foul  deformity  preferv’d  the  face : 

There  the  fond  mother,  when  the  babes  fhe  nurft, 
Dar’d  in  their  veins  the  morbid  ichor  truft  5 
Unfpotted  thus  the  beauteous  babe  fhe  faves. 

Expos’d  to  fhine  amongft  Seraglian  flaves  j 
For  Turkifh  fale,  and  venal  fortune  bred. 

To  grace  a  Signor’s,  or  a  Bajha’ s  bed. 

Blest  be  th’  invention,  and  the  art  ador’d. 

Which  fav’d  mankind,  and  Sylvia’s  Health  reftor'd. 

Say,  Sylvia ,  how  debating  paflions  fway’d. 

With  pulfe  alternate,  when  th5  attempt  you  weigh’d  ? 

D2  To 
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To  graft  diftempers,  and  inflidt  difeafe, 

Seem'd  a  bold  challenge  on  divine  decrees. 

Too  fail  conies  ficknefs,  with  its  folemn  train. 

Shall  mortals  then  anticipate  their  pain  ? 

Ingenious— nature's  artifice  to  ape. 

And  feek  diieafes  which  they  may  efcape. 

But  prefervatioo  turns  the  dubious  fcales. 

And  reafon  o'er  fantaftic  fears  prevails : 

Obvious  the  choice,  let  prejudice  depart. 

To  die  by  Nature— or  to  live  by  Art, 

Say,  with  what  thoughts  your  beating  breaft  was 
fill’d, 

When  in  your  veins  the  poifon  firft  difiil’d  ? 

Calm  and  fedate,  no  anxious  cares  you  felt. 

For  peaceful  Virtue  in  that  region  dwelt. 

So  undifturb’d,  good  Socrates  drank  up, 

The  mortal  mixture  of  the  poifon’d  cup. 

More  anxious  far  attentive  Sylphs  flood  round. 

And  confaous  Moles  hover’d  o’er  the  wound  : 

For  all  the  light  militia  of  the  Iky 

Still  round  their  favourite  fair  patroling  fly. 

From  the  Pander  an  box,  with  heavenly  art, 

And  balm  divine,  fome  chace  the  deftin’d  dart 
While  fome  with  poppy  fans  foft  fleep  infufe, 

And  o'er  your  pillow  pour  pacific  dews. 

Proteded  thus— what  dangers  cou’d  you  dread, 
While  tutelary  Saints  watch’d  round  your  bed  ? 


For 
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I 


For  fee  difeafe  with  all  its  fury  flies. 

Gay  health  returns,  and  fparkles  in  your  eyes.  . 
The  fmiling  fpring  falutes  your  fmiles  again. 

And  birds  addrefs  you  in  harmonious  flrain. 

Thus  fav’d  from  cruel  fate,  good  Sylvia  fay, 
What  trophies  will  you  raife,  what  offerings  pay  ? 
Can  you  a  tributary  fong  refufe, 

Some  votive  fhrine,  feme  altar  to  the  mufe  ? 

Some  grateful  Hymn  to  that  Protecting  Power 
Who  thus  preferv’d  you  in  the  dangerous  hour. 

Let  others  their  own  way  the  Powers  addrefs, 
Sylvia's  muff  be  a  Hecatomb  or  Verfe. 

Accepted  thus,  poetic  Prayers  will  rife. 

And  breath  in  fragrant  incenfe  to  the  flues. 


Defcription  of  Chedder-Cliffs  ; 

And  Part  of 

Mendip-Hills  near  Wells , 

In  Somerfetfhire. 

Nemorofa  juga ,  et  fcopuloji  vertice  colles . 

Hinc  atque  hinc  voajlce  rupes .  Vi  rg. 


OW  Chedder-Cliffs,  our  wandering  fteps  invite, 
And  o’er  fam’d  Mendff  s  glebe,  we  fpeed 
our  flight  5 

And  as  the  dreary  wafte  we  bound  along, 

Mendip  itfelf  demands  the  Mufe’s  fong. 

Hail  !  ye  bleak  mountains — lin’d  with  hidden 
ftore. 

Fallacious  wilds,  concealing  mines  of  ore ; 


Rich 
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Rich  veins  of  calamine  the  defart  fills 
And  lead  the  folid  bafis  of  thy  hills : 

Thus  oft*  difguis’d,  in  poverty  we  find' 

Bright  genius  fparkle  thro’  an  humble  mind. 

What  tho’  no  gold  or  diamonds  gild  the  mine, 

No  glittering  ftrata  in  the  caverns  fhine  j 
Yet  ufeful  minerals,  of  various  birth. 

Lodge  in  the  fruitful  bowels  of  the  earth. 

Here  favage  fcenes  in  wild  confufion  reign, 

And  defolating  profpeds  fill  the  plain. 

Thick  fern  in  humble  forefts  waves  around  * 

And  fable  furzes  darken  all  the  ground. 

Scatter’d  fome  folitary  trees  appear, 

And  o’er  the  wafte  their  haggard  branches  rear  $ 
Whofe  naked  fronts,  like  the  ftern  Cyclops  (land, 
When  they  purfu’d  TJlyJJ'es  to  the  ftrand, 

The  wither’d  tops  confefs  eternal  blight, 

And  hungry  ravens  on  the  branches  light. 

Some  fruitful  fpots  fmile  beautiful  around, 

And  charming  paftures  cloath  the  verdant  ground  ; 
Where  peaceful  fhepherds  dumber  on  the  plain. 

Or  with  their  crook  dired  the  fleecy  train. 

Here  o’er  our  head  familiar  lapwings  play, 

With  hovering  wings,  and  bafk  in  open  day ; 

While  at  a  diftance  rapid  falcons  buoy’d, 

With  poifed  pinions  fkim  the  liquid  void  ; 
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The  tuneful  larks,  ftill  chanting,  upwards  climb. 

And  loft  in  ether  Sea-gulls  foar  fublime. 

And  now  the  tall,  tremendous  cliffs  arife, 

And  awful  fronts,  and  towering  alps  furprize. 

Two  chains  of  rocks  ereft  on  either  hand, 

O'er  many  a  furlong  ftretch’d  contiguous  ftand. 

With  brow  fublime,  gigantic  towers  afcend, 

And  o’er  the  vale  with  frowning  afpedl  bend. 

The  nodding  arches  big  with  ruin  fhow, 

And  prominent  ftill  frown  with  ponderous  woe. 
Thus  hangs,  fufpended  on  a  fingle  thread, 

The  fword  ftill  threat’ning  o’er  the  tyrant’s  head.  * 
Their  adamantine  fronts  afcend  fo  high, 

Half  way  they  bid  defiance  to  the  fky, 

Whofe  folid  ribs,  like  parapets  a* far, 

Look  like  embattel’d  garrifons  of  war. 

Yet  nature  here  in  fweet  diforder  fmiles, 

And  verdant  plants  peep  thro’  the  craggy  piles; 
Uncommon  herbs,  peculiar  to  the  place, 

Burft  thro’  the  fiffures,  and  the  profped:  grace. 

The  ftudious  fimpler  here  delights  to  ftray  ; 

Nature  his  guide,  and  his  companion  Ray  : 

And  when  fome  long-fought  plants  their  race  difclofe, 
The  fage,  with  philofophic  rapture,  glows ; 

*  Polycrates. 


Pleas’d 
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Pleas’d  with  the  green  anatomy,  now  roves 
Thro*  untrod  paths,  and  vegetable  groves  5 
The  curious  texture  of  each  herb  to  find, 

Whether  of  bulbous „  or  umbellous  kind. 

This  fearch,  great  Cowly  !  thy  lad  hours  employ’d, 
When  with  gay  life,  and  courtly  duty  cloy’d  j 
The  fields  then  faw  their  fugitive  again. 

And  bloom’d  a  frefh  in  his  botanic  {train.  * 

Here  flowers  amidft  rude  precipices  grow. 

And  with  wild  fweets,  and  untaught  beauty  grow  : 
Pale  pinks,  and  purple  docks  the  air  perfume, 

And  fragrant  woodbinds  in  the  defart  bloom. 

Yon  lonely  beads  browfe  on  the  favage  weed, 

And  o’er  the  vad  abyfs  fecurely  feed. 

In  the  deep  vale  aftoniflh’d  travellers  dand. 

Fenc’d  with  afpiring  rocks  on  either  hand  : 

Before  the  view  unfathom’d  vidas  lie, 

And  theatres  of  horror  fill  the  eye  ; 

Each  winding  found  readlive  hills  repeat, 

And  echoing  flocks  from  diflant  padures  bleat. 

Thus  thro’  the  parting  fea,  great  Mofes  fled  ; 

While  the  uplifted  waves  forfook  their  bed, 

And  pil’d  on  high,  in  terrible  array, 

Silent  withdrew,  and  made,  and  fenc’d  the  way. 

*  Chedder  Cliffs  abound  with  curio.us,  uncommon  Herbs, 
much  frequented  by  Botanifts. 
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Tir'd  with  romantic  fcenes  again  we  rife 
On  Mendip  hills,  and  breathe  ferdier  fkys. 

Far  off  monaftic  Wells  its  domes  ereds. 

And  from  its  gilded  fpires  the  fun  refleds. 

Wells  whofe  Cathedral  with  majeftic  pride 
Once  with  Italian  Architedure  vy'd  : 

Nor  cou’d  Turin,  or  Florence  fair  difplay 
Columns  more  fplendid,  or  a  Front  more  gay. 

A  neighbouring  fcene here  gives  a  new  furprize, 
And  Wookey  Cave  attrads  our  wond’ring  eyes. 

Low  in  the  covert  of  a  rural  vale. 

Where  mighty  dews  from  weeping  rills  exhale, 

Deep  funk  beneath  a  hill  the  cave  profound. 

With  awful  gulph  !  divides  the  gaping  ground ; 

With  (hade  Ammerian,  and  tremendous  look. 

Dark  as  the  paffage  to  th*  infernal  brook  • 

Vaft,  and  impervious !  not  one  beam  of  light, 

There  fheds  its  luftre,  to  difpel  the  night. 

Only  faint  tapers  guide  our  doubtful  way, 

And  fcatter  thro*  the  gloom  a  fickly  ray. 

As  when  JEneas ,  led  by  fond  defire 
To  fee  the  fhade  of  his  departed  fire, 

Felt  when  he  firft  approach’d  thofe  awful  plains, 

A  fudden  horror  fhudder  throJ  his  veins. 
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So  at  the  entrance  feiz’d  with  pannic  dread, 

We  feem  to  trace  the  regions  of  the  dead. 

Thro’  fubterranean  grottos  winding  ftray, 

Entomb'd  alive — and  wi(h  for  abfent  day. 

J 

Here  fecret  paths,  and  labyrinths  are  found, 

Like  Delphian  (hades,  or  Sybils  cave  profound. 

The  weeping  rocks  diftil  with  conftant  dews, 

And  ft  ill  a  new-form’d  drop  the  laft  purfues. 

With  folemn  found  the  filent  moments  mark, 

And  mock  the  adder  hilling  in  the  dark. 

A  gentle  lake,  here  calm  as  Lethe  ftands. 

And  like  a  mirror  (hews  tranfparent  fands: 

A  hollow  rock  the  filver  flood  contains, 

Which  never  finks  with  drought,  or  fwells  with  rains. 
Here  a  low  track,  anon  a  fpacious  room, 

Where  the  arch’d  vault  collects  fubftantial  gloom  : 

So  vaft  the  arch,  the  cavity  fo  wide. 

Scarce  can  the  eye  extend  from  fide  to  fide. 

High  o’er  the  roof  alternate  murmurs  wave. 

And  every  ftep  reverberates  round  the  cave ; 

From  cell  to  cell  the  wand’ring  accents  rove. 

Like  winding  Zephyrs  whifpering  thro’  the  grove  ; 
Unnumber’d  echos  ring  from  rock  to  rock. 

And  all  the  cavern  trembles  with  the  (hock. 

A  Silver  dream,  like  Nile,  of  unknown  fource 
Here  peaceful  glides  its  folitarv  courfe  : 

Thro’  dark  meanders  bends  its  filent  route, 

And  at  the  cave’s  wide  conduit  ifliies  out : 
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Fam’d  Alpheus 9  ftream  is  dory’d  thus  to  rife, 

And  fee  new  light  beneath  Sicilian  ikys. 

Nor  fhallthe  neighboring  piles  of  Stanton-drsw , 
Tho’  unobferv’d,  efcape  the  Mufes  view, 

Whofe  monuments  might  once  with StoneHenge  boad, 
Now  funk  in  ruins*  and  in  buildings  loft. 

Thy  birth-place  next,  immortal  Locke  we  trace, 
And  Wr inton  owns  the  confecrated  place. 

Whofe  towering  mind  forfook  the  fervile  croud, 

And  chas’d  th’  enchantment  of  the  fchoolmen’s  cloud  * 
Who  taught  the  youth  on  reafon’s  wings  to  rile. 

And  bid  new  morning  dawn  thro*  mifty  ikies. 

Here  nobler  fubjedls,  call  for  nobler  drains. 

To  fing  O  !  Somerfet ,  thy  fruitful  plains ; 

Thy  fhady  foreds,  and  romantic  rocks. 

Thy  fmiling  meadows,  and  thy  numerous  flocks ; 
But  fee  yon  gilded  towers  attract  the  fight. 

And  fmoaky  Briftol  dops  the  Mufe’s  flight, 

¥ 


[  6i  ] 


Superftition  :  A  Tale  : 

OR,  THE 

Glastonbury  Pilgrimage. 


'quid  quid 


Dixerit  AJlrologusy  credent  a  fonte  relatim 
Ammonis-  ■  — - — - — -  T u  ven. 


AS  zealous  pilgrims,  far  and  near, 
Infpir’d  by  fuperilitious  fear. 
Flock  to  Lorettd s  facred  fhrine, 

To  beg  feme  grace,  or  gift  divine  $ 

Or  as  to  Mecca's  holy  air 
Enthuliaftic  T’urks  repair ; 

So  crowds,*  eke  full  of  monkiih  zeal, 
Repair  to  Glajloti  s  healing  well  : 


*  It  is  certain  that  Tome  Thoufands  reforted  to  this  well  every  Sunday 
Morning,  at  lead,  fora  confiderablc  T,me. 


There 


There  to  be  conjur’d  from  their  ails. 

When  Galen's  art  no  more  prevails $ 

And  into  health  to  be  enchanted, 

Tho’  with  Pandora's  curfes  haunted. 

This  facred  ftream  will  foon  fupply 
A  falve  for  every  malady : 

The  groping  blind  receive  their  light ; 

The  ftaggering  cripple  walks  upright  > 
Afthmatic  lungs  expand  again, 

And  gouty  patients  lole  their  pain. 

Drink,  and  believe ;  believe,  and  drink  ; 
Marafmus  fills,  and  Dropjies  link. 

But  how  this  fpring  got  reputation, 
Attend  this  genuine  relation. 

A  Farmer,  who  had  try’d  much  phyfic. 
In  vain,  to  cure  his  lab’ring  Pthific, 

Divinely  dreamt  the  other  night. 

As  he  lay  fnoring  in  bad  plight, 

This  water  wou’d  afthmatic  fetters 
Releafe,  if  drank  for  [even  red  letters : 

So  in  oblervance  of  his  dream, 

Seven  Sunday  morns  he  drank  the  ftream  $ 
’Till  on  the  feventh  aufpicious  day 
His  panting  lungs  begun  to  play,  1 

And  every  ailment  fled  away  : 


While 


[  63  ] 

While  bufy  fame,  from  door  to  door 
Soon  propagates  the  wond’rous  cure. 

Say,  what  ftrange  power  refides  in  feven , 

To  charm  us  into  health  and  Heaven  ? 

At  feven  times  feven  trumpet’s  found, 

Proud  walls  *  fell  proftrate  to  the  ground. 

The  feventh  fon  is  doftor  fworn. 

By  inheritance,  as  foon  as  born  ; 

And  without  learning,  moods,  and  tenfes, 

A  conjurer  at  his  birth  commences. 

Seven  planets  too  adorn  the  fky. 

To  govern  our  nativity  ; 

The  fatal  climacteric  line  ; 

Is  fixty-three,  or  feven-times  nine. 

Then  wonder  not  that  power  is  given. 

To  work  fuch  miracles  by  feven .  § 

This  water  free  for  rich,  or  poor. 

Works  eleemofynary  cure. 

Too  long  have  venal  fountains  flow’d 
From  Bath ,  from  Briflol ,  Holt  and  Road. 

Besides,  the  place  is  facred  ground, 

Where  faints  lie  bury’d  all  around. 

*  Jericho. 

$  Tho’  chefe  Storys  are  trifling,  and  are  even  too  grofs,  and  fabu¬ 
lous  for  Poetry  itfelf,  they  were  yet  reported,  and  believ’d  as  Matters 
of  Fa6t  by  the  Country  in  general.  And  it  was  on  the  Sanction  of  thefe 
miraculous  Cures,  that  the  Waters  firft  gain’d  Reputation,  and  that  there 
was  a  farcy ’4  Divinity  fuppos’d  to  refide  in  them. 


This 


[  64  ] 

This  wondrous,  falutary  rill 
Flows  from  the  Torr’s  religious  hill  • 

And  filtres  thro5  the  holy  clay, 

Where  ghoftly  monks,  and  martyrs  lay : 

Whofe  reverend  relicks  ftill  fupply 
The  ftream  with  healing  energy. 

Here  Arimathean  fofeph's  bones 
Hallow  the  confecrated  flones. 

And  Glajlonbury  thorn — like  May, 

Still  bloffoms  every  Chrijhnas  day. 

Be  lilent  now,  romantic  Wales ! 

With  all  thy  legendary  tales  : 

No  more  of  Merlin's  vifions  tell, 

Or  Winifred's  *  enchanted  well: 

This  panacean  fount  furpafes 
The  brook  of  Siloa,  or  Parnaffus. 

Cou’n  Abbot  Whiting  *f*  from  the  fky, 

Or  Torr  where  once  he  hung  fo  high. 

Look  down  on  this  deluded  rabble, 

And  hear  their  fuperftitious  babble. 

How  wou’d  he  blefs  his  aged  eyes. 

To  fee  fo  rich  a  facrifice  $ 

*  A  famous  well  in  Flintjhire ,  much  reforted  to  formerly  for  its 
miraculous  cures. 

+  The  laft  Abbot  of  Glajlonbury ,  who  was  hang’d  on  the  Tor r  by 
Henry  the  8th. 


To 


[  65  ] 

To  fee  old  relics  idoliz’d. 

And  ghoftly  wonders  canoniz’d, 

To  fee  reftor’d  Rome's  darling  daughter, 
Infallibility — in  water : 

Still  may  thy  manes  reft  in  peace, 

Tho’  prayers  of  Ora  nobis  ceafe. 

Now  ceafe  reviling  Rome  to  cry 
At  hugonot  infidelity : 

No  more  let  proteftants  expofe 
The  holy- water,  or  the  rofe; 

No  more  the  fainted  beads  explode. 

The  crucifix,  or  wafer-god. 

Since  the  fame  fpirit  ftili  prevails, 

We  only  here  have  turn’d  the  fcales.  * 

Blest  Becket  from  thy  tomb  arife. 
And  view  thy  faints  with  raviih’d  eyes  : 
As  crowds  did  at  thy  altar  bow, 

So  this  is  Canterbury  now, 

•  .  *  .V  )  *  ■  ■  i 

Water  that  has  intrinfic  merit, 

Needs  no  fupport  from  dream,  or  fpirit. 
True  virtue  in  this  fountain  lies. 

Without  imputed  fandtities ; 

Founded  on  folid  fadt,  and  cure, 

This  only  will  its  fame  fecure; 

Fixt  on  this  bafis,  ’twill  not  mock  us, 

But  all  the  reft  is  Hoars  Pocus , 


AN 


[  &6  ] 


A  N 


YE  Ladys,  whofe  enchanting  eyes, 
Ourfhine  the  beautys  of  the  fkys. 
Forget  awhile  your  chat  and  needle, 

To  find  out  this  myfterious  riddle. 


Inconstant  is  my  mien  and  fhape. 
For  I  can  various  creatures  ape  : 

And  like  old  Proteus  can  transform 
To  moufe,  or  monkey,  fly  or  worm. 
From  place  to  place  I  love  to  range  ? 
My  motion  too  is  very  ftrange. 

I  fometimes  fly,  and  fometimes  creep, 
And  travel  mod  when  others  fleep : 
Nay  often  to  oblige  my  fpark, 

Perform  long  journeys  in  the  dark  ; 

And  without  whip,  or  fpur  can  hafte. 
And  make  the  dullefi:  jade  go  faft. 


In 


$ 


[  67  ] 

In  ftormy  nights  I  love  to  roam, 

On  wings  of  tempefts  far  from  home. 

As  hermits  by  their  beards  grow  lage, 

My  power  encreafes  with  my  age  : 

I  ftill  my  largeft  empire  hold. 

When  feeble,  impotent  and  old. 

And  when  my  teeming  days  are  o’er, 

I  often  liickle  as  before. 

Provok’d,  much  mifchief  oft’  I  do, 
Proud  kings  my  indignation  rue. 

I  cattle  bane,  and  beauty  marr. 

And  fhatter  many  a  china  jar. 

Once  in  a  mad,  fanatic  trance, 

« —  t 

I  drove  the  Englifh  out  of  France. 

Fair  ladys  oft  my  power  command, 

With  too  fevere,  tyrannic  hand. 

Now  your  bright  fancy  foon  will  guefs 
At  what  yourfelves  fo  much  poffefs. 


,  [  6.8  ] 
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* 

A  N 

E  P  I  T  A  PH 

O  N  A  N 

ONLY  CHILD, 

Remarkable  for  Piety. 


WHAT  once  had  virtue,  grace  and  wit 
Lies  mould’ring  now  beneath  our  feet. 
Poor  manfion  for  fo  fair  a  gueft. 

Yet  herefhe  fweetly  takes  her  reft. 

Cold  is  the  bed,  and  dark  the  room. 

Yet  angels  watch  about  the  tomb. 

Pleas’d  they  patrol,  nor  fleep  nor  faint. 

They  only  watch  a  fifter  faint. 

3Till  the  loud  mufic  of  the  Ikies, 

Relieves  her  guards,  and  bids  her  rife. 


T  G 


[  6  9  ] 


TO  THE 


Memory  of  a  Young  Lady, 


own  Life  to  viiit  a 


Sick  Brother,  dy’d  in  the  SMALL¬ 
POX,  March  15,  1732. 


AND  art  thou  fled,  0  !  much  lamented  maid  ! 

And  all  thy  riling  glory  funk  in  /hade  ? 

As  fome  gay  phantom  plays  before  the  fight. 

Or  meteor  cheats  the  wand’ring  fwain  by  night, 
Delufive  thus  appear’d  the  fleeting  fair,  * 

Juft  mock’d  our  view,  and  melted  into  air. 

Thro*  what  dark  fcenes  deluded  mortals  ftray  ? 
How  blind  the  ftage,  when  death  winds  up  the  play ; 
Yet  each  brave  aftor  may  fedately  die. 

Laugh  at  vain  fortune,  and  her  darts  defy. 

Thus  Lucia  calmly  fell  in  all  her  bloom, 

Smil’d  at  the  plot,  and  triumph’d  o’er  the  tomb. 


Liv- 


Living  flie  fpread  her  amorous  conquefts  wide, 

And  hill  victorious,  conquer'd  when  fine  dy’d. 
Like  thofe  brave  chiefs,  who  dying,  win  the  day, 
She  made  inexorable  death  obey. 

To  fave  a  dying  brother’s  breath  floe  came, 

Wept  o’er  his  bed,  and  kept  alive  his  flame  $ 

If  one  of  us  mu  ft  fall — the  nobly  cry’d, 

The  lot  be  mine— and  generoufly  dy’d  : 

When  he  lay  panting,  all  his  pains  fhe  bore, 

And  in  her  own  laft  anguifli  felt  not  more. 

But  oh!  ye  guardian  Powers*  where’er  fhe  flys. 
With  hovering  wings  conduct  her  thro’  the  fkys. 

See  how  the  clouds  to  grace  her  virgin  bed,  * 

Have  o’er  the  fkys  a  mourning  mantle  fpread  ; 

See  all  the  fields  in  fleecy  veils  are  dreft. 

See  all  creation  wear  a  virgin  veft. 

Vain  is  the  tinfel  pomp  of  funeral  fhow, 

See  mournful  nature,  o’er  her  bofom  throw 
A  feather’d  covering,  and  a  fhroud  of  fnow. 

,  f  *  * 

A  happy  picture  of  the  fair  defign’d. 

White  as  her  bofom,  gentle  as  her  mind. 

Soft  as  thofe  blofifoms  fall,  then  melt  away, 

Spotlefs  (lie  fell,  and  fled  to  realms  of  day. 

*  A  great  Deal  of  Snow  fell  the  Day  (he  was  bury’d, 

T  O 


I 


[  71  ] 
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TO  AN 

Aftrological  Gentleman, 

Who  pretended  to  draw  a  Circle  round  a 
Young  LADY,  by  Way  of  Spell,  to 
fecure  her  from  all  other  Admirers* 


I A  N  T  S  in  caftles  ftrong  of  old* 

J  Secur’d  their  damfels,  and  their  gold  ; 

'Till  fome  renown’d,  adventurous  knight, 

Refcu’d  Dulcinea  from  fad  plight. 

I  come  that  knight  of  prowefs  bold. 

To  conquer  this  enchanted  hold. 

For  tho’  the  doors  were  double  barr’d, 

And  Argus  watch’d  upon  the  guard. 

In  fpight  of  all  that  you  can  do. 

Love  and  the  Mufe  will  venture  thro*. 

E  4  Strong 


[7  2  ]  , 

Strong  garrifons  will  often  yield* 

Soon  as  the  Mufes  take  the  field  : 

And  mighty  conquefis  have  been  crown'd* 
By  magic  force  of  verfe  and  found. 
Orpheus  by  mufie’s  powerful  fpell. 
Redeem’d  Eurydice  from  hell. 

And  walls  of  Jericho  fell  down* 

When  trumpets  had  befieg’d  the  town. 

In  vain  you  try  with  hofiile  air, 

To  draw  entrenchments  round  the  fair, 
And  in  that  circling  battery. 

All  other  Candidates  defy. 

In  vain  with  arbitrary  arms. 

You’d  fain  monopolize  inch  charms. 

But  *tis  a  moft  defpotic  duty, 

To  lay  embargo  upon  beauty ; 

To  keep  the  treafure  to  yourfelf. 

As  mifers  hoard  their  (hining  pelf 
But  what  is  wealth  hid  under  ground, 

Or  what  is  beauty  thus  in  pound  ? 

Vain  is  the  gold  that  gilds  the  mine* 

Or  beauty  when  it  does  not  fhinc. 

Such  arts  of  forcery  I  defpife, 

9Tis  in  her  looks  the  magic  lies  y 
Where  e’er  fhe  takes  her  fairy  round, 
*Tis  every  inch  inchanted  ground  5 


That 


[  73  ] 

That  path  is  confecrated  more. 

Than  Delphian  groves,  or  Circe's  fhore. 

Then  lay  afide  your  fruitlefs  care. 

No  circle  can  fecure  the  fair  : 

Nor  lines  of  ftrong  circumvallation, 

Keep  fo  untenable  a  ftation. 

The  pale  where  beauty  dwells  fhould  lie. 

Wide  as  the  circle  of  the  iky  : 

Compaft  with  all  your  fpells  and  charms, 

The  fureft  circle  is  her  arms. 

January  24,  1747. 


T  O 


[  74  ] 


T  O 

i 

A  Young  LADY, 

ON  HER 

Plotting  a  Paper  Hat, 

CEASE  fair  mechanic !  nor  employ 
Vain  labour  on  this  paper  toy  ; 

Beneath  whofe  wavy  wings  you  mean* 

Hid  from  the  croud,  to  fhine  unfeen. 

Thofe  fparkling  eyes  were  never  made. 

To  be  invelop’d  thus  in  fhade. 

Befides  too  weak  th’  umbrello’d  veil, 

Expos'd  to  each  intruding  gale : 

Kind  Zephyrs  oft*  will  round  you  play^ 

And  fan  the  paper-fcreen  away. 

Yet  5twas  ingenious  to  contrive. 

This  little  emblem  of  a  hive ; 

Which  oft'  is  plotted  thus  together. 

To  fcreen  the  bees  from  wind  and  weather : 


But- 


[  75  ] 

Bat  ne’er  a  hive  with  all  itsflore, 

Such  fweetnefs  e’er  inclos’d  before  : 

Nor  bee  that  ever  labour’d  there. 

Can  with  your  induftry  compare* 

With  artful  maze,  and  texture  fine, 

The  braided  ihreds,  promifcuous  twine  * 

In  wild,  perplext  meanders  led, 

Thro’  many  a  labyrinth  of  thread. 

O  !  fair  projector !  fince  your  fkill, 

Can  fuch  a  paper  circle  fill, 

The  wond’ring  Mufe  fhall  weave  thefe  lays 
On  the  fame  paper  to  your  praife. 

With  this  you  may  fome  other  time. 

Contrive  a  paper-hat  in  rhime  : 

Crown’d  on  your  brow — the  Mufe  thus  worn, 

Shall  view  a  diadem  with  fcorn. 

Industrious  nymph  !  -  in  you  we  find 
Oeconomy,  and  fweetnefs  join’d  ; 

Good  humour,  and  good  ienfe  ally’d, 

Unftain’d  with  vanity,  or  pride  :  { 

The  diftaff*  in  Minerva' s  arms, 

£ 

Still  adds  frefh  luftre  to  her  charms. 

Coquets  like  butterfiys  may  fmile. 

In  painted  circles  for  a  while  ; 

’Tis  but  a  falfe,  delufive  glare. 

But  merit  dill  adorns  the  fair. 

May,  1747. 


[  76  ] 


On  the  of  an 

Only  CHILD, 

Of  very  Pregnant  Parts . 


UNgentle  Death  with  fatal  dart. 
Has  pierc’d  young  Phillis  to  the  heart. 
Tyrannic  death  that  wou’d  not  fpare 
The  wife,  the  witty,  and  the  fair. 

She  blofibnTd  with  fo  quick  a  lhoot. 

You  had  the  bloom,  but  heav’n  the  fruit, 
(Young  plants,  thus  loaded,  often  drop. 

Kill’d  with  their  own  luxuriant  crop.) 
Tranfplanted  to  that  happy  fhore, 

Where  fickly  Winters  blafl:  no  moree 


TRANS- 


[  77  ] 


TRANSLATIONS 

FROM 

MA  R  T  I  si  L.* 


LIB.  i.  Epigram  i. 

On  C^esarT  Amphitheatre. 

GIGANTIC  wonders  on  the  Memphian  coaft. 
Or  Babel ’s  towers  no  more  let  ftory  boaft  : 
No  more  let  fame  Diana’s  temple  found, 

Or  Delos’  god  with  horned  altars  crown’d  : 

In  vain  romantic  Carians  idolize 
Manfolus’  tomb  fufpended  in  the  ikys  $ 

Since  Gee far’s  pile  fuperior  praife  (hall  claim, 

And  this  alone  employ  each  voice  of  fame. 


*  Maittairc\  Edit.  1716. 


Epig. 


PIG,  6. 

On  the  Combat  of  a  VIV iman  with  a  Lion y 

in  the  Amphitheatre . 

O  T  Mars  alone,  great  Ccefar  fights  for  yon. 
In  armor  fierce,  but  Venus  triumphs  too. 

In  Nemaeat s  vale,  let  antient  records  tell, 

How  the  dread  lion  by  Alcides  fell; 

Your  nobler  fhows  eclipfe  the  hero’s  fame, 

For  lo !  a  female  arm  performs  the  fame. 

fb  PIG*  o • 

The  RHINOCEROS. 

NUSUAL  games  now  entertain  our  fight : 
The  vext  Rhi?20ceros  prepares  for  fight. 

How  did  his  anger  kindle  to  the  full  ? 

How  ftrong  his  horn,  whofe  javelin  was  a  bull  ? 

E  P  I  G.  72, 

To  the  GO  D  of  SLEEP. 

X X^TTH  glades  feven  Lucinda’s  name  is  crown’d,1^ 
Diana’s  toafl  in  five  fhall  circle  round  ; 

Four  are  to  Lucyy  fix  to  Sylvia  due 

Of  bright  champaigne,  and  three  remain  for  Sue . 

Thus  health  we  fend  to  every  abfent  fair, 

*  Till  thou,  fweet  deep  defcend,  to  eafe  our  care. 

*  The  Romans  were  wont  to  drink  their  MiftrelTes  Health  in  as 
many  Glafles  as  there  were  Letters  in  their  Names. 

E  P  I  G. 


[  79  ] 

\ 

E  P  I  G.  74, 

To  CECIL  IAN. 


WHEN  free,  and  unreftrain’d,  your  wife  was 

kept. 

No  beaus  approach’d  her,  and  in  peace  you  flept : 
But  guarded  now,  gallants  unnumber’d  rife, 
Methinks,  Cecilian ,  you  are  wond’rous  wife  ! 


LIB.  2.  E  p  1  g.  90. 

To  £>U IN CT ILIAN. 


t 


QUINCTILIAN  !  of  capricious  youth,  bright 
guide, 

And  of  the  Roman  bar,  the  boaft,  and  pride, 

Tho’  poor  and  old,  yet  wifdom  cleaves  to  age, 
And  gilds  each  hour  of  life’s  declining  page  ; 

Time  muft  be  treafur’d  while  the  lamp  (hall  laff, 

For  who  can  haften  to  be  wife  too  fail:  ? 

Let  mifers  toil,  who  fordid  wealth  acquire. 

And  with  rich  furniture  their  feats  attire. 

Some  fmoaky  cot  I  chafe,  by  whofe  green  fide 
Thro*  artlefs  turf  unlabour’d  fountains  glide. 

A  decent  fervant,  an  unlearned  wife, 

Sweet  deep  at  night,  and  days  that  know  no  ftrife. 


Epig. 


L  8o.j 

E  P  I  G.  59. 

The  V I P  E  R  inclofed  in  Amber. 

HERE  Amber  tears  the  confcious  poplar  * 
weeps, 

Withfiuggifh  pace,  th’  entangled  Viper  creeps : 
Arrefted  in  the  liquid  grave,  in  vain, 

He  twills,  and  llruggles  with  the  vifoons  chain  ^ 
With  fudden  cramp,  and  glewy  fetters  bound. 

In  captive  gums,  he  ftiffens  all  around. 

JEgytian  fepulchres  let  others  prize, 

Lodg’d  in  a  nobler  bed  the  viper  lies, 

And  Cleopatra's  fplendid  tomb  outvies. 

E  P  I  G.  60. 

On  C  U  RA  T I U  STs  Death. 

HEN  Cancer  burns,  wefeek  fome  rural  feat, 
And  fome  to  Scarborough ,  fome  to  Holt 
retreat. 

Why  blame  we  Tunbridge  Wells  for  Curio's  death. 
Can  fovereign  waters  fave  the  hero’s  breath  ? 

No  place  qui  fate  exclude— -when  death  has  fent, 
Itsjital  (hafts,  even  Bath  becomes  a  Brent .  § 

*  Th6  Poplar  Tree  was  Paid  by  the  Poets  to  weep  Amber. 

§  A  Place  amongft  the  Moors,  and  Fens' in  Corner fetjkire,  noted  fo 
a  moift,  unhealthy  Air. 
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THE 


Defcription  of  a  Cottage, 

Lately  Re-buiit  by  the  Right  Honourable 

Earl  of  CORKE  and  ORRERY, 

In  his  Gardens  at  Marjlon ; 


TO  THE 


ME  MORY  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  AS  BERRY, 

Who  Lived  there  in  the  Year  1649. 

>fr  >|*  >fr  I*  'I  ’ft 't1  "t1  tlT>t< 'fr'fr  >I»  >l«  >|<  i|<  >i<  t^i  ffufr  >!■  >$» 


Pauperis  et  tuguri ,  cotigeftum  cefpite  calmen. 

VjLRG. 

LE  T  others  praife  in  pompous  rhime. 

Villas,  and  palaces  fublime  j 
Chatfworth ,  magnificently  great, 

Blenheim,  or  Stowe' s  romantic  feat  : 

My  humbler  Mule  fihall  not  difdain, 
f o  fing  the  Cottage  or  the  Swain  : 

F 


Where 


Where  you,  with  wifer  thoughts  infpir’d 
Vouchfafe,  my  Lord,  to  live  retir’d  * 
Amidft  the  (hade  bid  merit  bloom, 

And  raife  old  j^Jberry  from  the  tomb* 

In  days  of  pious  perfection, 

When  faints  ufurp’d  the  conftitution. 

A  grave  Divine  this  Cottage  chofe, 

A  fafe  afylum  from  his  foes ; 

Where,  free  from  facrilegious  rage. 

He  liv’d  in  peaceful  pilgrimage  ; 
Furnifh’d  with  books,  and  ruftic  fpade. 
Alternately  to  dig  or  read  ^ 

’Till  death,  as  antient  records  tell, 
Deflroy’d  the  Hermit,  and  the  Cell. 
But  you,  my  Lord,  whofe  candid  fpirit. 
Still  prompts  you  to  diftinguifh  merit. 
Pleas’d  fuffering  virtue  to  requite, 

And  bring  obfcurity  to  light. 

Have  the  old  manfion  rais’d  once  more 
In  priftine  plainnefs,  as  before ; 

Adorn’d  with  antiquated  tools. 

Grave  chairs,  and  venerable  (tools, 

A  Horse-shoe  at  the  threfhold  lies* 
And  all  unhallow’d  feet  defies ; 

To  exorcife  the  habitation. 

From  evil  fpeli,  and  fafcination. 


[  ] 


The  door  appears  like  coat  of  mail, 
Embofs’d  with  many  a  maffy  nail. 

Around  the  reverend  walls  we  fee 
Wainfcot  of  antient  pedigree  ; 

With  pictur’d  Ballads  cover’d  o’er, 

Of  Chevy  Chace ,  or  of  Jane  Shore ; 

The  (lory  of  the  Wand  Wing  Jew , 

And  how  St.  George  the  Dragon  flew ; 

Of  Prejler  John ,  and  Robin  Hood, 

And  of  the  Children  in  the  Wood; 

Three  Kings  of  Cologne ,  Friar  Bacon , 
And  how  the  town  of  Troy  was  taken. 
With  Merlin's  dreams — and  many  more, 
Hung  round  the  wainfcot,  or  the  door. 

Oak  (helves,  oak  tables,  black  as  jet, 
Mock  the  bureau,  and  the  beau-fet. 

Joint-flools,  and  fhining  coffers  vie 
With  ebon,  or  mahogony. 


HaiiJ  venerable,  Britijh  oak, 

!  Beneath  whofe  (hade  the  Druids  fpoke  ; 
Deriv’d  from  thy  oraculous  tree, 


Sprung  miffeltoe,  and  prophefy  ; 
And  myftic  founds  infpir’d  by  Jove , 


Once  murmur’d  thro’  Dodona's  grove. 


F2 


Bright 
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Bright  porrengers— a  numerous  band. 
Aloft  in  glittering  order  ftand : 

And  maple  trenchards — decent  fight ! 
High  on  carv'd  cup-boards  fmile  in  white. 
A  looking-glafs,  adorn'd  with  red. 

Still  glitters  at  the  window  head* 

And  not  far  off — akin  together, 

The  razor,  hone,  and  ftrap  of  leather  ; 
For  things  by  fympathy  ally'd, 

Affociate  near  each  other's  fide. 

Clofe  by  a  painted  hour-glafs  ftands. 
Where  time  the  moments  rolls  in  fands. 
On  hanging  rack,  exalted  high. 

Old  fpits,  and  dufty  truncheons  lie  $ 
Cleavers,  and  rufty  fwords  forfaken. 

With  hoftile  look,  guard  rufty  bacon. 

Here  ropes  of  onions  pleafe  the  view,, 
Dangling — the  anchorite's  ragout, 

Rich  root — the  nedtar  of  old  age. 

And  honour  of  the  hermitage. 

Plant  of  ambrofial,  pungent  tafte. 

The  country  fwain's  divine  repaft, 

Thy  vigorous  juice  in  former  days 
Egyptian  Pyramids  cou'd  raife. 


Nof; 


[  85  ] 


Nor  fhall  the  andirons  Gothic  fize. 

Or  pots  efcape  the  Mufe’s  eyes ; 

Whofe  brazen  heads  forever  bright,  - 
Like  Gorgon' s  fhield  reflect  the  light, 

A  tinder-box  of  look  obfcure, 

With  all  its  houfhold  furniture, 

Hangs  near  the  rufh-light  candles  ty’d, 

Eternal  neighbours,  fide  by  fide. 

Nor  fhall  thy  worth  unfung  remain, 

O  !  goffip’s  bowl — of  ftrudture  plain, 

Whofe  potent  liquor  can  infpire 

The  Clown  with  wit — the  Bard  with  fire. 

Sweet  fource  of  many  a  midnight  tale, 

Replete  with  nutmeg,  toaft,  and  ale. 

Without,  a  garden,  neat  and  dean. 

With  leeks,  and  box  forever  green. 

Where  fage,  rofemary,  crimfons  grow. 

And  favory,  pot-herbs  in  a  row ; 

With  parfly,  not  unknown  to  fame, 

1  Gay  garland  at  the  Olympic  game. 

Here  you ,  my  Lord,  oft*  eondefcend 
i  At  vacant  hours  to  treat  a  friend  $ 

I  Here  lay  afide  the  forms  of  ftate, 

The  fplendid  harnefs  of  the  great, 

F  3  Read, 
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Read,  or  converfe  with  whom  you  pleafe, 
And  live  in  philofophic  eafe. 

Great  EpiSletus  thus  withdrew, 

Scipio ,  and  Cincinnatus  too  $ 

Here  triumph’d  o'er  mankind  much  more, 
Than  all  their  conquefts  did  before. 

Life's  a  vain  farce«~and  he  mod  bleft, 
Who  finds  fome  peaceful  port  of  reft ; 
Some  fafe  Lint  e  mum  of  retreat, 

Or  mofly  cell,  or  rural  feat ; 

And  happy  in  his  Hermitage , 

Smiles  at  the  follies  of  the  age. 


T 

i  ** 


VERSES, 
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VERSES, 

- 

Occalion’d  by  the  uncommon,  dull,  rainy  Seafon, 
which  continu’d  Half  a  Year  after  the 

Death  of  the  PRINCE, 

Being  the  Time  appointed  for  the 

general  mourning. 


— — ■ et  confia  fidera  Fati .  Virg. 

WHILE  crouds  in  tears,  great  Frederick's  lofs 

deplore, 

And  fable  mourning  fpreads  from  (bore  to  (hore, 
Tho’  the  mute  court  appear’d  like  Memnon's  queen, 
In  (hades  of  black,  and  robes  of  bombazine  > 

How  impotent  is  art  ?  how  vain  the  ihow 
Of  pageant  drefs  ?  the  mockery  of  woe. 

To  mean  (uch  Mourning— for  when  Frederick  dies, 
All  nature  feems  around  to  fympathize. 

F  4 


Soon 


Soon  as  the  tidings  reach’d  the  realms  of  day, 
Awhile  celeftial  anthems  ceas’d  to  play. 

Swift  from  the  fkys  deputed  heralds  go 
To  all  the  tutelary  powers  below : 

Difpatch’d  with  facred  orders  thro’  the  air. 

That  nature’s  felf  flhou’d  in  the  Mourning  fhare* 
While  fome  to  gloomy  JEolus  refort. 

Who  curbs  the  ftruggling  whirlwinds  in  his  court  5 
Swift  from  his  cell,  commiffion’d  thunders  fly. 

And  long  imprifon’d  tempefts  fhake  the  fky. 

Some  feek  the  filent  manfions  of  the  deep, 

In  oozy  beds  where  drizzly  Naiads  weep, 

The  watry  nymphs  in  humid  grottos  mourn, 

And  pour  lymphatic  tears  at  every  urn. 

Creation  confcious  of  fome  tragic  fate, 

With  all  her  meteors  mourns  in  folemn  ftate. 

The  clouds  diftil,  the  winds  in  zephyrs  figh, 

And  robes  of  Mourning  cloath  the  darken’d  iky. 

In  Mourning  ftand  the  melancholy  hills, 

Majeftic  mutes— ‘in  Mourning  roll  the  rills. 

In  fwelling  floods,  impetuous  torrents  if  ray, 

And  fweep  in  tides  of  forrow  to  the  fea. 

Not  Carta' s  queen  with  rich  Maufolean  coaft. 
Or  Egypt's  towers,  cou’d  greater  trophys  boaft  : 
Not  Rome  in  tears  beheld  fuel)  funeral  pride. 

When  Car  far  dropt,  or  young  Marcellas  dy’d, 

Whe 
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When  martial  Cromwell  fell,  his  poet  drew 
All  nature  round  him  in  convulsions  too  ; 

“  It  mujl  be  jo — Heaven  his  great  foul  does  claim , 

“  In  Jlorms  as  loud ,  as  his  immortal  fame  ; 

“  His  dying  groans,  his  l aft  breath  Jhook  the  ijle , 

“  And  trees  uncut ,  fall  for  his  funeral  pile* 

-  -  -  r- 1  ,  .  '  'T  '  ;  t  V  ■:  i 

*  v  <*■  -i 

When  Cromwell  fell,  no  race  was  left  behind. 
To  finifh  the  great  conquefts  he  defign’d  : 

But  brighter  Scenes  appear,  tho'  Frederick  dies, 
Succeeding  princes  in  his  offspring  rife, 

With  happier  days  to  bleft  Britannia's  fkys. 

►  V  •  «<-  ^ 

*  Alluding  to  a  fine  Poem  of  Waller  §  on  the  Death  of  the  Pxotee* 
ror,  and  the  great  Tempeit  on  the  fame  Day. 
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T  O  A 

GENTLEMAN, 

Who  fitting  near  a  YOUNG  LADY,  prefented  a 
Pop-Gun  at  the  Author. 

— — — — —  let  halts  arundo .  Vi  R  g« 

Mistaken  Markfman  !  I  defy 
Your  impotent  artillery  -9 

Your  leveled  tube  I  value  not. 

Nor  tremble  at  the  threaten’d  fhot ; 

When  the  fair  Lady  who  fits  byf 
Shoots  darts  more  fatal  from  her  eye. 

As  well  I  might  a  hornet  fear. 

When  the  arm’d  porcupine  is  near  $ 

Or  from  a  hiding  fquib  retire* 

When  lightnings  fet  the  heavens  on  fire. 

Mistaken  Markfman!  now  you  may 
Such  idle  bullets  throw  away  • 

For  what  avails  your  Pop-gun  Ikill, 

Your  fhot  may  wound— but  hers  can  kill. 

The 
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The  Gentleman V  Answer. 

Ut  vidi ,  nt  peril . 

'\70UR  lines,  my  Friend,  on  Chloe  s  eves. 

Nor  raife  my  wonder,  or  furprize, 

Since  every  tender  bread:  file  fills 
With  pains,  that  baffle  all  your  pills. 

Here  Laudanum ,  here  Amber  fails. 

No  quantum  Jufficit  prevails. 

But  while  you  my  machine  defame, 

Certess  for  this  you  merit  blame  ; 

Had  not  that  little  engine  there, 

Your  eyes  diverted  from  the  fair, 

Her  radiant  flafhes  blaze  fo  bright, 

They  wou’d  have  kill’d  the  Poet  quite. 

Thus  you,  with  joy,  I  fave,  my  friend, 

From  lucha  inifeiable  end. 

But  on  myfelf  what  torments  wait, 

When  every  look  declares  my  fate. 

While  I  with  mimic  art  afpire 
To  rival  her  celeftial  fire  ; 

Salmoneus  like,  mv  bolts  I  dart, 

’Tiil  Jove  s  true  lightning  rends  my  heart. 

T  Q 
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T  O 


Mr.  John  Prowse, 


On  feeing  a  POEM  of  His  wrote  at  the 

Age  of  Fourteen, 


Nec  puer  Iliac  a  quifquam  de  gente 
In  tantum  fpe  toilet  avo$e 


VlRG. 


H  O  *  venal  writers,  and  degenerate  times. 


JL  Cali  for  Luc  Hi  us1  lays,  or  Oldham's  rhimes 
While  o'er  negledted  lyres  the  Mufes  weep, 
Implor'd  in  vain— or  in  their  grottos  fleep  ; 

Yet  when  feme  riling  genius  breaks  the  cloud. 
Shouts  of  applaufe  will  echo  from  the  croud  : 
Contrafte  by  fuch  oppoling  views  is  made. 

And  merit  Haines  the  brighter  thro*  the  (hade. 

Such  early  worth  commands  unwilling  lays 
From  the  ftern  critic,  and  extorts  our  praife. 

Pleas'd  with  your  infant  Mufe,  and  manly  rhime. 
Even  envy  (peaks,  and  filence  is  a  crime.* 


Thus 
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Thus  when  we  fee  fome  plant  of  goodly  fize. 

With  towering  ftate,  amidft  the  defart  rife, 

Tho'  favage  fhrubs  the  foreft  round  o'erfpread. 

O'er  the  wild  wafte  it  lifts  its  lofty  head. 

*  * 

With  fair,  luxuriant  branches  mounts  on  high, 

Scorns  the  low  earth,  and  blofloms  to  the  Iky. 

\  - 

Hence  may  the  bard's  prophetic  pen  prefage 
Defcending  bleffings  to  the  riling  age. 

I  fee  tranfported  into  future  time, 

New  lights  emerging  thro'  the  foggy  clime. 

Dim  is  the  ken  to  unaffifted  fight, 

Yet  clear  in  waking  vifions  of  the  night. 

Yet  can  the  Mufe  anticipate  the  day. 

And  rapt  in  fancy  diftant  fcenes  furvey. 

She  from  her  torched  watch-tower  can  defcry 
The  promis'd  morn,  with  purple  gild  the  fky. 

See  from  the  weft  illuftrious  youths  appear, 

Where  Selwoods *  groves  once  darken’d  half  the  (hire. 
See  Thynne ,  and  Prowfe 9  and  bright  defcended  Boyle* 
Refledt  new  honours  on  their  native  foil : 

Round  their  gay  villas  with  poetic  (hade. 

The  bay-trees  bloom,  and  lawrels  never  fade. 

Hail !  happy  groves- — whofe  (hades  fo  oft'  infpire 
The  hermit's  vifions,  and  the  poet’s  fire. 

*  The  Name  of  a  vaft  Foreft,  which  once  overfpread  all  the  eaftera 
Part  of  Somerfetjhire ,  and  Part  of  WUtJhire  ;  where  the  Earl  of  Or - 
rcry ,  Lord  Weymouth,  and  Mr.  Prowfe,  have  their  Country  Seats. 


Born 
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Born  on  this  ipot  fsraphic  Singer  *  fung, 

Immortal  made  by  Priors  tuneful  tongue. 

Behold  the  youths  in  future  fenates  fhine. 

With  manly  fenfe,  and  eloquence  divine. 

O !  born  to  greatnefs,  and  referv’d  by  fate, 

To  ble{$  your  country,  and  adorn  the  flate; 

To  prop  thofe  altars,  which  vain  fools  defpife, 

Bid  ruin’d  domes,  and  proftrate  temples  rife. 

Recal  the  exil’d  Mufes  to  the  ifle, 

Bid  wit  return,  and  flighted  fcience  fmile. 

While  drowfy  dullnefs  in  her  dungeon  pines, 

A  goddefs  made  in  Pope  s  immortal  lines. 

Thus  patroniz’d  the  drooping  arts  (hall  thrive^ 

And  nodding  learning  from  its  trance  revive. 

’Till  by  tyrannic  dunces  cramp’d  no  more, 

Britannia  s  genius  to  the  fkys  (hall  foar; 

The  wither’d  olives  fmile  with  greens  again. 

And  bloom  as  in  AJtraa's  golden  reign. 

*  The  celebrated  Mrs.  Rowe,  whofe  Maiden  Name  was  Singer. 
was  born  at  Frome,  near  the'e  Seats,  where  me  was  often  vifited  in  her 
Solitude  by  People  of  the  fir  It  Rank,  viz.  the  prefent  Dutchefs  Dow¬ 
ager  of  Sowerjet ,  Lady  Carteret ,  Lady  Weymouth ,  Mr.  Prior,  &c. 
— See  her  Life,  prefix’d  to  her  Poetical  Works,  in  two  Volumes. 

August,  1750. 
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[  95  ] 


THE 

-•  ' 

ALPHABET  in  VERSE: 

For  the  Use  of  Children. 


3  t  early  dawn  of  day  arife, 

05  lefs  firft  the  Ruler  of  the  fkys, 

C  leanfe,  wa(h,  and  comb,  and  every  day 
ID  refs,  read,  or  work  before  you  play. 

4B  ach  hour  in  ufeful  bulinefs  fpend, 
jf  or  time  foon  haftens  to  an  end. 

0  overn  your  thoughts  by  wifdom’s  rule, 
10  ate  every  knave,  and  fhun  a  fool. 

3[  mprove  in  each  ingenious  art, 

S&  nowledge,  like  beauty,  wins  the  heart.. 
IL  ove  all  your  friends,  nor  hate  your  foes, 
S©  ake  thefe  your  friends,  as  well  as  thofe. 
II 3  o  bribe  fhou’d  tempt  you  to  a  lie, 

2D  r  glittering  bait  allure  your  eye. 


|j?  lace 
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|j$  lace  not  your  heart  on  fordid  pelf2 
Cl  uarrei  wkh  no  one  but  yourfelf. 

E  ail  not  at  others — fince  you  may 
§  ome  faults  commit,  as  well  as  they* 

IK,  ell  not  a  fecret,  nor  pretend, 

It  nder  difguife,  to  be  a  friend* 

V  alue  no  one  for  gold,  or  lace* 

2U  ifdom  will  more  than  rubies  grace* 
f  erxes  o’er  millions  weeping  cry’d, 
on  hoft  the  grave  muft  fhortly  hide. 

J  comes  at  Lift — belt  place  of  any, 

To  fit  a  zealot,  or  a  zany. 

1748. 
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An  EPITAPH. 

i£>ere  Lies 

EDWARD  BOND,  Efq; 

OF  THE 

County  of  Armagh, 

Much  Lamented  by  all  that  knew  Him. 

He  Ordered  his  Funeral  fhould  be  Private  5 

And,  inllead  of  Pomp, 

Order’d  a  Hundred  Pounds  to  the  Poor: 

^  He  Order’d 

A  Dial  to  be  erected  at  his  Grave, 

And  the  following  Verses  : 

No  marble  pomp,  no  mono  mental  praife, 

My  tomb  this  dial,  epitaph  thefe  lays. 

Pride,  and  low  moldenng  daft  but  ill  agree, 
Death  levels  me  to  beggars ,  kings  to  me . 

1  Alive,  inftru&ion  was  my  work  each  day; 

'Dead,  I  perfift  inftru&ion  to  convey. 

Here  PvEader  mark,  perhaps  now  in  thy  prime, 
iThe  ftealing  fteps  of  never-ftanding  time ; 

.Thou  It  be  what  I  am,  catch  the  prelent  hour, 
employ  it  well,  for  that  is  in  thy  power. 


G 


T  O 
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T  O  A 

Young  LADY  at  Holt , 

(A  Place  famous  for  Mineral  Waters) 

ON  HER 

Late  Ingenious  POEMS. 

WHILST  you  from  Holt  fweet  accents  found. 
Shall  neighboring  bards  fit  filent  round  ? 

So  tunes  the  bird  her  midnight  flute, 

In  fhades — while  all  around  is  mute. 

Enchanted  with  your  lays  too  long, 

I  break  from  filence  into  fong. 

Nymph  of  thefe  healing  Waters !  fay* 

What  power  infpires  your  magic  lay  ? 

Smooth  as  the  ftream  where  You  refide ; 

Rich  as  its  vein,  your  numbers  glide. 

Say,  do  thofe  falutary  fprings, 

Pierian  like,  raife  fancy’s  wings  5 


Not. 
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Not  only  cure  the  lick,  the  lame, 

But  animate  poetic  flame. 

Sacred  the  firearn — the  fount  divine, 

And  You  fome  filler  of  the  Nine ; 

Some  tuneful  Naiad  to  prefide, 

And  warble  near  the  fountain’s  fide. 

As  at  fam’d  Aix ,  hillorians  tell, 

Great  Charles's  horfe  llruck  out  a  well 
So  now  we  need  no  farther  proof. 

That  Pegafus  here  ftuck  his  hoof. 

No  more  {hall  Holt  its  name  retain, 

Cajlalian  fprings  lhall  blefs  the  plain. 

With  You  ’tis  all  poetic  ground. 

And  Aganippe  murmurs  round  $ 

Not  Holt ,  but  Helicon  is  feen. 

And  You  the  Sappho  of  the  green. 

March,  1749* 

*  Hiftorians  fay,  the  Mineral  Waters  at  Aix-la-Cbapelle  were  dif- 
cover'd  by  the  Emperor  Charles  %  Horfe  accidentally  ftriking  on  thf 
Spring. 
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$ 


The  L  A  D  Y  9s  Answer 


cfeefecfeefog&ggfegfogfegfegfegfeefe 

"f  TT  7  H  AT  drains  are  thefe,  fay  Mule  !  which 
V  V  firike  my  eyes  ? 

How  fmooth  the  dangerous  foothing  numbers  rife  ? 
Come  all  my  faults,  and  follys  to  my  aid, 

E'er  pride,  and  vanity  my  heart  invade. 

What  Mufe  infpir’d  ?  can  they  be  female  lays  ; 

Can  woman  thus  a  woman  deign  to  praife  ? 

No  'tis  fome  candid  pen,  fome  generous  bard. 

Who  thus  vouchfafes  unmerited  regard. 

In  whofe  bright  Mufe,  mine  by  reflection  fhines. 
And  borrows  luftre  from  his  brighter  lines. 

V  »  t 

But  ceafe — for  Rochefaucalt  fays  we  defign, 

More  praife  to  gain,  whene'er  we  praife  decline  : 

For  wTich  I  dare  not  contradict  your  pen, 

Lead  you  fuppofe  I’d  hear  it  o'er  agen. 

Blockheads  may  praife,  'till  their  vain  tongues 
are  tir'd, 

We  ne'er  grow  vain,  when  by  vain  fools  admir'd : 
But  when  harmonious  lays,  and  fenfe  commend. 
From  pride,  what  woman  can  herfelf  defend  ? 

r;  That 
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That  meteor  praife,  does  oft’  our  fex  mifguide. 
By  nature  prone  to  vanity  and  pride. 


Why  fhou’d  you  afk  what  power  infpires  my  lay  ? 
Does  not  my  humble  Mufe  herfelf  betray. 

Some  homebred  offspring  of  inferior  line. 

Who  ne’er  claim’d  kindred  with  th’  immortal  Nine  ? 
But  if  you  fancy  Holt' s  falubrious  ftreams, 

Can  kindle  in  the  foul  poetic  themes  5 

From  thefe  fhe  owns  her  feeble  ft  rains  may  rife, 

Since  oft’  to  thefe  refrefhing  rills  fhe  flies  : 

But  thoughtlefs  drank,  and  never  dreamt  fhe  quaffp, 
'Till  you  inform’d  her  an  infpiring  draught. 


Yet  blufhing  owns,  fhe’s  quite  furpriz’d  to  find 
That  obvious  thought  ne’er  enter’d  in  her  mind •> 
Since  ’tis  as  evident  as  noon-day  light. 

What  ftreams  are  drank,  when  Sylvia  dares  indite  : 
Since  Water  only  does  her  Mufe  infpire; 

No  wonder  if  floe  wants  poetic  fire. 


While  here,  inclos’d  in  fhades,  I  tune  my  voice^ 
1  And  with  the  painted  warbling  race  rejoice, 

While  in  thefe  ftreams  I  dip  my  humble  quill, 

( Methinks  I  fee  you  mount  the  facred  hill. 

1  While  every  Mufe  does  every  line  infpire, 

!  And  Phcebus  warms  them  with  celeftia!  fire. 

IS  •  ■■  ■ 


HOLT , 
April  1749. 


Sylvia. 
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Author’ s  Reply  to  Sylvia, 

Who  pleaded  Not  Guilty  of  the  Charge 
lately  exhibited  againft  Her : 


o  R, 

The  Young  LADY’s  Tryal. 


SY  LVIA,  in  vain  you  woo’d  evade 
The  accufation  I  have  laid  : 

Your  witty,  criminal  excufes, 

Prove  your  intrigues  with  ail  the  Mufes. 
Y our  guilty  commerce  with  the  nine, 
Appears  from  each  harmonious  line  ?; 
Tour  guilt  encreafes — -fitice  Tis  fit. 

We  now  add  modefty  to  wit. 

For  at  the  Poets  laft  atiize, 

Held  at  their  temple  near  the  fkys, 

The  Caufe  was  fairly  tried  at  large. 

And  you  found  guilty  of  the  Charge . 


C  io3  ] 

The  Mufes  gave  in  their  Report , 
Unfpotted  witneffes  at  court. 

Fancy  can  raife — her  caufe  to  plead, 
Poetic  counfel  from  the  dead. 

Departed  Bards — an  awful  (how, 

Rofe  from  Plyjian  bowers  below, 

By  Mercury  fubpoena’d  all. 

Bright  cohorts  croud  the  heav’nly  hall, 
And  round  the  court  attentive  preft. 

In  myrtle  wands,  and  lawrel  dreft. 

In  jury  fome  impannel’d  fate, 

To  hear  the  elegant  debate  : 

While  Pallas  to  prevent  all  jar, 

Sat  Umpire  of  the  heav’nly  bar  : 

For  feuds,  fometimes,  like  thofe  below. 
Will  in  immortal  bofoms  glow. 

Now  every  witnefs  being  try’d, 

(Tho’  fome  fay  Cupid  was  deny’d) 
Without  much  paufe,  they  foon  withdrew. 
And  verdidt  gave,  the  charge  was  true : 
For  Clio  fwore  point-blank  one  day* 

That  you  had  ftole  her  heart  away. 

Pbalia  clos’d  it  with  a  vow, 

She  law  you  pluck  a  lawrel  bough  : 

A  Third  depos’d,  you  climb’d  the  hill. 
And  drank  the  Hippocrenian  rill : 
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* 


1  faw  you  too*  Urania  faid. 

In  concert  with  the  Pythian  maid  i 
From  her  with  enigmatic  flight* 

You  learnt  dark  oracles  to  write.* 

Then  Cowly  cry’d—what  need  we  more. 
Examine  witneflfes,  a  fcore  ? 

And  Prior  faid,  ’twras  all  a  jeft 
Celeftial  counfel  to  contefl: : 

Waller  and  Congreve  too  were  there, 

And  Wicherly  began  to  fwear  : 

But  Pallas  murmur’d,  and  was  loth 
To  take  the  rebel  poet’s  oath  $ 

While  Dry  den's  fhade,  with  nodding  bow. 
Shook  all  the  lawrels  on  his  brow  $ 

Pope's  fatyr-ghoft  flood  mute  awhile. 

But  foon  confented  with  a  fmile. 

Then  fentence  pafs'd — the  court  washufh’d, 
Pallas  condemn’d,— and  Sylvia  blufh’d : 

Loud  rung  the  found — and  every  mufe, 

O’er  all  Parnajfus  fpread  the  news. 

*  was  famous  for  writing  Enig?nas . 


Thus 
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Thus  guilty — you’re  to  make  confeffion, 

At  the  next  Poets  petty  feffion  : 

And  Iris ,  herald  of  the  court, 

Attends  you  now  with  this  report. 

Then  clos’d  the  books — the  court  withdrew, 
Back  to  the  Ikys,  the  Mufes  flew 
And  poets  tir’d  with  noify  law,  and  light. 

Again  to  (hades,  and  filence  bent  their  flight 


t 
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A  N 


EPITHALAMIUM 


By  a  Batchelor 


Addrefs’d  to  a 


Young  Gentleman  on  his  late  Marriage. 


INCEyou,my  friend,  o’er-rul’d  by  fate, 


Have  ventur’d  on  the  marriage-date, 
At  your  requeft,  I  hail  the  ftation. 

With  verfes  of  congratulation. 


’Twas  wifely  done,  tho’  young  and  gay,'1 
No  more  to  triffle  time  away ; 

No  more  to  rove  this  fea  of  life, 

But  make  fafe  harbour  in  a  wife. 

While  we  inconftant  chace  maintain. 
Adventurous  rovers  on  the  main, 

*  nchor  ’d  on  this  peaceful  fhore, 
Tempeftuous  paffions  rage  no  more  : 


While 


/ 


> 
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While  from  this  ftation  we  furvey 
The  fhipwreckt  Batchelors  at  lea. 

Now  toft  by  billows,  here,  and  there, 
Or  funk  in  quickfands  of  defpair  ; 

Now  on  piratic  plunder  bent. 

Which,  when  obtain’d,  gives  no  content  $ 
Still  wifhing,  wand’ring  after  reft, 

Still  blefs  purfuing,  never  bleft. 

Let  anxious  Batchelors  complain. 
That  wedlock  is  a  fervile  chain  ; 

But  foft  the  chain,  the  bondage  fweet, 
When  lovers  in  fuch  fetters  meet. 

When  gentle  bonds  the  union  bind, 

5Tis  freedom  to  be  thus  confin’d. 

Bleft  freedom  from  a  thoufand  fiiares. 
Temptations,  tumults,  fighs,  and  cares. 

In  vain  we  rove  the  world  around. 

In  wild  purfuit  no  bills  is  found. 

In  vain  mad  pleafures  we  pur  foe, 

Without  fome  objed  in  our  view. 
Without  this  gaol  we  ftiil  embrace, 

Some  phantom  in  th’  eternal  chace  ; 

And  in  the  room  of  Juno's  charms, 

Clafp  fome  falfe  phantom  in  our  arms. 

This  happinefs,  my  friend,  you  prove, 
Thus  wedded  to  the  Fair  you  love. 


b 
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No  fordid  views  of  worldly  pelf 
Infpir’d  your  love,  to  curfe  yourfelf. 

The  happy  hulband  thus  ally’d. 

Enjoys  a  goddefs  in  his  bride. 

Let  the  low  wretch  of  fordid  view, 

Match  with  the  mountains  of  Peru ; 

The  nymph,  content,  afpires  not  fo. 

But  dwells  in  the  fweet  vale  below  $ 

Hid  in  feme  folitary  dale, 

With  the  melodious  nightingale  $ 

Or  feated  in  the  fihady  grove, 

Smiles  at  the  ft  or  ms,  which  roll  above. 

On  high  battlements,  and  towers, 

See  how  the  fwelling  temped:  pours, 

While  only  harmlefs  zephyrs  blow, 

To  fan  the  peaceful  feats  below. 

With  fuch  a  gentle  Confort  bled, 

Here  all  your  paffions  are  at  red. 

If  adverfe  fortue  war  jfhou’d  wage, 

Her  bofom  foftens  half  its  rage ; 

Her  fmiies  can  fmooth  the  rugged  way, 

And  make  the  barren  proipedt  gay  : 

With  fuch  a  Fair  content  to  dwell. 

Or  in  a  cottage,  or  a  cell ; 

Nor  envy  all  the  pomp  and  drife 
Of  the  gay  flaves  in  higher  life. 

T  O 
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T  0 

Peter  Lovel,  Efq\ 

Gccafion’d  by 

■  *  *  i  . 

His  VERSES  in  Praife  of  the  Author’s 
Poem  on  the  Vicar age-Houfe  at  Frame ,  J 
and  his  cenfuring  him  for  omitting  the 
Architect. 


INgenious  Lovel !  your  harmonious  lays, 

By  meaning  mine,  eftabliih  your  own  praife. 
Thus  public  favour,  generous  Cczjar  won, 

And  railing  Pompef  s  ftatues,— fix’d  his  own. 

But  tho’  you  find  fome  beautys  to  commend* 
And  often  lofe  the  critic,  in  the  friend  ; 

Yet  you  arraign  the  Poet  of  negledf, 

Who  prais’d  the  pile,  and  not  the  Architect. 

But  to  applaud  the  ftrudture  couches  ftill, 

An  approbation  of  the  builder's  {kill : 


r 
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You  who  a  Poem,  I  a  Pile  commend. 

The  Author’s  merit  modeftly  intend. 

The  Artift’s  Virtues  too  confpicuous  fhine, 

To  need  fuch  humble  eulogys  as  mine. 

At  nobler  fchemes  he  aims — The  Good  of  Man , 
The  ftate  his  care — the  commonwealth  his  plan . 
He  can  defign  a  landfcape,  or  a  pile. 

And  with  that  pencil  make  his  country  fmile  : 

Not  only  fketch  a  building  for  his  friend, 

But  laws  projedt,  that  building  to  defend  ; 

Tho’  fine  the  tafte,  fair  fabrics  to  eredt, 

A  Patriot  is  the  nobleft  Architedt. 

Such  beft  adorn  the  ftrudtures  which  they  raife5 
And  lofty  palaces  proclaim  their  praife. 

5Tis  Merit  only  makes  a  happy  feat, 

A  cavern  glorious,  and  a  cottage  great, 

July,  1748. 


The 
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The  Disappointed 

Travellers  tf/'Frome: 

»  OR,  THE 

Three  Profeffions  in  Tribulation. 

Occafion’d  by 

A  Gentleman's  inviting  fome  Friends  to  Dinner; 
and,  tho’  of  a  very  hofpitable  Difpofition,  through 
mere  Inadvertence  forgot  the  Appointment. 


Suadet  enim  vefana  fames .  Vi RG. 

A  Lawyer,  Phyfician,  and  reverend  Divine, 
Were  invited  abroad  in  the  country  to  dine. 
The  weather  was  pleafant,  the  feafon  was  May+ 

All  nature  around  them  look’d  fmiling  and  gay : 

The  fields,  in  new  liverys  ravifli’d  the  view, 

And  fmiling,  and  gay  lookt  the  travellers  too. 


Invited 
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Invited  to  Banquet  three  miles  out  of  town, 
They  threw  afide  bufinefs,  and  books,  and  the  gown^ 
Overjoy’d  with  the  jaunt — they  faid  to  themfelves. 
Let  Coke,  Shaw ,  and  Sherlock  now  deep  on  the  fhejves, 
Farewel  to  concordance,  dull  ftatutes,  and  Mead , 
While  we  feaft  abroad,  let  the  pale  ftudent  read. 
They  thought  it  far  belt,  to  relax,  and  to  roam. 

And  pity’d  their  penfive  companions  at  home. 

Thus  forward  they  march’d,  amus’d  with  chit-chat, 
The  Rebels — Don  Carlos— the  Dutch  and  all  that : 
Much  pleas’d  with  the  profpedt  this  time  of  the  year, 
But  more  with  the  thoughts  of  approaching  good 
cheer. 

As  the  walk  now  grew  lets— their  hunger  wax’d  more. 
They  think  of  full  difhes,  and  bowls  running  o’er. 
Anticipate  all  the  delights  of  the  feaft, 

And  fmell  fancy’d  fumes,  full  a  furlong  at  lead  : 

Imagine  they  fee  a  table  well  fpread  j 

Here  fmoakt  the  fat  beef— there  lay  a  calfs  head  ; 

The  gammon,  and  fowls,  rang’d  in  order  clofe  by, 
And  leafe-hold ,  wou’d  wind  up  the  whole  with  a  pie. 
But  Lebecky  and  corpulent  Bently  will  tell  ye, 

That  chimerical  banquets  will  not  fill  the  belly : 

T  hat  love  is  platonic — fome  ftoics  declare, 

But  diet  platonic— no  mortal  can  bear. 


Now 
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Now  the  houfe,  their  wifh’d  haven,  appear’d  to 
the  view. 

One  adjufted  his  wig,  and  another  his  (hoe. 

But  the  parfon,  much  wont  to  contemplate  on  nigh, 
Looking  up — cou’d  no  fmoak  in  the  chimney  defcry : 
The  complaifant  Lawyer  firft  knockt  at  the  door, 

—Is  your  majicr  at  komey  pray  — and  lookt  fo 
demure. 

Lord!  Sir ,  why  my  majier  a  journey  is  gone  ; 

And  faid ,  he  fhould  not  be  at  home  ’ till  anon . 

^Eneas  of  old,  lookt  not  more  like  a  ghoft, 

When  fearching  old  Iliam ,  Creufa  was  loft  ; 

Nor  half-famifh’d  ( Trojans  were  fo  much  aghaft. 
When  the  Harpys  devour'd  their  rural  repaft, 

*  9  ‘  v 

The  thunder-ftruck  pilgrims  withdrew  very  fad^ 
For  hunger,  like  hemlock,  will  make  a  man  mad. 
The  parfon  declar'd,  with  a  forowful  face, 

To  fly  from  engagements  fhew’d  great  want  of  grace® 

For  firft,— Revelation,  and  Reafon  allow. 

That  a  promife  obliges  as  much  as  a  vow  : 

It  appears  next  from  Habukkuk  chapter  the  firft. 
That  denounces  a  breach  of  performance  accurft 
|  And  thirdly — the  fathers — from  old  Martyr-jfujlim 

I  Condemn  breach  of  truft - down  to  Jerom ,  and 

Aujlin . 


H 


And 
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And  fourthly— Hold,  crys  Habeas  Corpus ,  we  did 
not  come  hither. 

To  join  both  in  failing,  and  preaching  together. 
When  Lawyers  are  hungry— ’tis  a  mercilefs  fign. 

Poor  criminals  hang— for  fat  judges  to  dine. 

He  cou’d  prove  from  the  features — W ?ody  Wingate 9 
and  Skinner , 

That  eloping  from  home,  and  demurring  a  dinner; 

By  defrauding  the  fubjedt  of  his  natural  food. 

Was  as  adlual  man -daughter,  ilill  underilood  : 

And  by  Magita  Charta's  authentic  commanding* 
Was  robbery  plain— any  wife  notwithjlanding . 

■  t  •  \  -  - 

<  \  '  ’  *s 

But  the  Dodlor  declar’d,  it  was  no  time  for  frolic. 
And  that  failing  did  often  occafion  the  cholic. 

Then  he  quoted  Hippocrates^  Galen ,  and  Wynne  ^ 
That  when  food  is  all  out — the  wind  will  ruih  in. 
Tho’  Defcartesi  wou’d  never  a  vacuum  allow. 

He  thought  his  infide  cou’d  demonilrate  it  now. 

He  ihew’d  that  when  paflions  are  rais’d,  like  a  tide, 
Difappointed  at  once,  they  too  foon  fubfide ; 

As  the  firing  of  a  fiddle,  or  ferew  of  a  jack, 

When  wound  up  too  high,  of  a  fudden  will  crack. 

Thus  having  bewail’d  their  misfortunes  alone, 
Dire  hunger  will  iharpen  men’s  wits  like  a  hone. 
They  deem’d  it  moil  requiiite,  not  to  relate 
Tq  their  neighbours  at  home,  their  tantaliz’d  fate : 

For 


t 
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For  fhou’d  it  be  known,  ’twould  increafe  their 

* 

chagrin, 

To  be  jeer’d  at,  like  Burton ,  and  Bajlwick ,  and 
Pry  mi 

And  by  confequence  very  much  add  to  their  load. 
To  be  banter’d  at  home,  and  famiih’d  abroad : 

But  by  Gown ,  and  Cajfock , — Diploma ,  —and  Seal, 
They  vow’d  full  revenge  for  the  lofs  of  their  meal. 


Thus  vex’d  at  their  fortune,  and  bilkt  of  their  feaft, 
Tra veil’d  home  in  the  dumps,  Lawyer,  Dodtor,  and 
Fried.  • 


April  1746. 


*  A  Divine,  a  Phyfici^n,  and  a  Lawyer,  who  fionrifh’d  in  the  Reign 
of  King  Charles  the  Fir  It,  and  were  for  fome  Time  the  Objects  of 
public  Pity,  and  Ridicule. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the 

EARL  of  ORRERY, 

(Now  Earl  of  CORKE) 

On  his  M  ARRIAGE  with 

Mifs  HAM  I  L  T  O  N, 

In  IRELAND , 

AND 


Their  Arrival  at  MARSTON- HOUSE. 


Junxit  honeftus  Hymen  tadis  illujlribus  ambos. 


Permit  the  Mufe  to  join  her  grateful  lay  : 
Tho’  low  her  notes,  and  unobferv’d  her  fong. 
Loft  in  the  louder  murmurs  of  the  throng, 

Yet  true  her  raptures,  and  her  duty  paid, 

Tho’  fung  to  rocks,  and  utter’d  in  the  fhade. 
Yet  (hall  the  vocal  rocks  refound  the  lays, 

And  vocal  groves  the  nuptial  chorus  raife. 


[  ”7  ] 

Ye  powers  of  love,  affifts  the  Mufe’s  flights, 

Sacred  to  you  belong  connubial  rights : 

Love’s  generous  paffion,  and  th*  harmonious  Nine, 
Blended,  unite  in  fympathy  divine. 

As  nature’s  felf,  immortal  is  the  tie. 

They  fpring  together,  and  together  die. 

Thus  you,  my  Lord  !  who  long  have  fat  fublime. 
The  Mufe’s  gueft,  on  Pindus ’  flowery  clime, 

Whofe  brow  poetic  wreaths  have  long  embrac’d. 

Are  now,  with  blooming,  nuptial  garlands  grac’d. 
No  flame  impure,  with  wild,  defpotic  fway, 

Kindl’d  your  bofom  with  unhallow’d  ray ; 

No  fpoils  fantaftic  from  the  Paphian  grove, 

But  chafte,  and  fadelefs  greens  of  virtuous  love. 
Unbridled  pafiions,  like  a  blaze  of  fire. 

Soon  vent  their  fury,  and  in  fmoak  expire  $ 

But  calm,  and  conftant,  as  a  veftal  light, 

Love  fixt  on  friendfhip,  burns  forever  bright. 


Say  what  ftrange  fympathy  in  kindred  fouls, 
(Strong  as  the  fam’d  attraction  of  the  poles,) 
Governs  the  lover  with  magnetic  force, 

Infpires  the  paffion,  and  direds  its  courfe ; 

Thro’  life’s  dim  curtain  ffieds  the  guiding  ray, 
Which  to  the  deftin’d  union  points  the  way. 
She  mud  be  all  that  fancy  can  require, 

To  reign  foie  object  of  a  Boyle1  s  defire  ;  . 

H  2 


AlJ 
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if  i,  c  ,  X  ‘  '  ' 

All  charms  divine  muft  in  her  breail:  relide, 

To  conquer  him  who  cou’d  all  charms  defcribe. 

See  from  Hibernia's  fliore,  th’  illuftrious  pair 
Sail — while  the  feas  are  confcious  of  their  care. 

•  r  >  »  * 

See  round  the  fhip  cerulean  ‘Tritons  play. 

And  tutelary  Nereids  fmooth  the  way  : 

While  Amphitrite  keeps  her  coral  court. 

And  on  the  furface  bounding  Dolphins  fport : 

The  Mufes  pleas’d,  convoy  their  charge  along. 

With  hovering  wings,  and  hymenaeal  fong. 

With  you,  my  Lord  !  th’  harmonious  choir  withdrew? 
And  ftili  from  clime  to  clime  your  fteps  purfue. 
While  fome  with  proud  retinue  fweep  the  plain,. 
Pierrian  guardians  mingle  in  your  train  : 

Still  the  divine  companions  of  your  flight. 

As  o’er  old  lfrael  flione  the  travelling  light . 

Welcome,  bleii  pair  !  to  your  triumphant  feat, 
Which  filent  long  had  mourn’d  her  Lord’s  retreat  ; 
Whofe  lonely  walks  in  deeper  fhadows  clad. 

And  towers  forlorn,  lookt  defolate,  and  fad. 

Long  had  immortal  tomes  unnotic’d  flept. 

And  dewy  walls  in  tears  your  abfence  wept ; 

Long  had  the  tuneful  fwains  their  lyres  forgot, 

And  penfive  Pan  long  flumber’d  in  his  grot. 

Oft'  wou’d  the  humble  Mufe  in  vain  eflay 
A  laxy  flight,  and  unpropitious  lav  ; 

jt  4  ^  > 
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If  no  Meecenas  props  her  feeble  wing,  • 

What  Mufe  can  rife,  what  Bard  attempt  to  ling  ? 

But  now  each  fcene  a  cheerful  face  aflumes. 
The  fields  look  gay  around,  the  garden  blooms ; 
Again  the  fickening  flowers  begin  to  rife. 

And  fpread  new  fragrance  in  autumnal  fkies : 

New  charms  appear,  new  beautys  deck  the  ground. 
And  fudden  paradife  fmiles  all  around. 

Long  may  you  live,  to  grace  the  happy  feat. 

And  every  pleafure  blefs  the  fweet  retreat ; 

’Till  other  Boyles — if  right  the  Mufe  prefage, 
Tranfmit  the  blefiing  to  the  lateft  age. 


H  4  VERSES, 
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VERSES, 

To  the  Memory  of  the 

Late  Pious  and  Ingenious 

Mifs  WEREAT,  oFHaygrove, 

Near  ‘TROWBRIDGE, 

Who  Died  OCTOBER  1752.  Aged  24. 

v 


WHOE’ER  may  mufing  chance  to  tread 
About  thefe  caverns  of  the  dead, 

Blufti  not  to  drop  a  filent  tear, 

O’er  the  chafte  nymph  who  {lumbers  here* 

A  moment  paufe—and  fympathize, 

Behold  the  witty,  fair,  and  wife, 

The  gay,  the  gentle,  and  the  juft. 

Here  hous’d  with  darknefs  and  with  duft  ; 

Here  mingle  with  her  fitter  dead, 

And  moulder  in  a  dutty  bed. 

Sad  victim  to  the  ravenous  tomb, 

Jn  all  her  innocence,  and  bloom. 


X 


With 


[ 

With  every  focial  virtue  bleft, 

Humility  crown’d  all  the  reft. 

So  free  from  pride,  her  worth  was  known 
To  all,  but  to  herfelf  alone. 

No  ftorms  her  peaceful  bofom  felt. 
Calm  region  where  religion  dwelt. 

Calm  as  autumnal,  halcyon  fkys. 

Still  as  the  manfion  where  fhe  lies. 

Her  gentle  breaft  no  paffion  knew, 

But  fuch  as  Heaven  was  witnefs  too ; 
Sweet  paffions  which  the  foul  furprize 
In  facred  rapture  to  the  fkys ; 

Such  as  from  juft  devotion  flow  $ 

Such  as  the  pious  only  know  ; 

Such  as  old  ftory’d  faints  infpir’d. 

And  holy  nuns,  and  veftals  fir’d. 

Yet  Death  has  only  fnatch’d  awa\% 
The  textur’d  vehicle  of  clay. 

The  prince,  the  peafant,  poor  and  great, 
Muft  all  alike  fubmit  to  fate. 

Nature  muft  fink,  and  empires  burft, 

And  diadems  diflolve  to  duft. 

But  deathlefs  virtue  foars  fublime, 

Beyond  the  ravages  of  time  : 

Safe  landed  on  her  peaceful  fhore, 

We  fmile  to  hear  the  diftant  tempeft  roar. 


But 


But  i'ho”  ftern  death,  the  gentle  maid 
Invelop'd  in  its  fable  fhade  $ 

Yet  lhall  the  Mufe  prolong  thy  date. 

And  fome  few  moments  (leal  from  fate  : 
The  Mufe  can  triumph  o'er  the  (lain. 

And  bid  her  votarys  live  again. 

(For  of  the  Mufe's  train  was  (he, 

And  lov’d  their  bright  fociety) 

She  bids  her  fpotlefs  memory  bloom 
Beyond  the  ruins  of  the  tomb. 


How  lovely  virtue’s  image  fmiles 
Amidft  thefe  confecrated  ides  ?  * 

Mark  how  (lie  gilds  the  vaulted  glooms 
And  cads  a  luftre  o’er  the  tomb. 

Can  light  divine,  and  gladnefs  (hed 
O'er  thefe  dark  grottos  of  the  dead. 
Religion  foftens  pain  and  care. 

And  fmooths  the  vifage  of  defpair ; 
Bids  forrow  wear  a  cheerful  mien. 

And  fcatters  anguiftx,  and  chagrin. 


Sleep  on,  fweet  fhade !  in  endlefs  reft. 

Soft  are  the  (lumbers  of  the  bleft* 

Sleep,  fearlefs  of  a  future  doom. 

While  angels  watch  about  thy  tomb  $ 

Pleas'd  to  efcorte  thee  to  the  fkys, 

Where  Youth  ftill  blooms,  and  Virtue  never  dies. 


*  She  was  bur y'd  in  Read  Church. 


November,  1752. 
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O  N 


* 


Infcrib’d  to  the 


Rev.  Peter  Mayson,  M.  A. 


On  his  Opening 


A  New  GRAMMAR-SCHOOL  at  Frome. 


-  — Sed  vos  favas  imponite  leges , 

Ut  prceceptori  verborum  regula  conjlet.  J  u  v  e  n  . 

O  form  rude  minds,  and  make  the  lavage  wife, 


Science  of  old  defcended  from  the  fkys : 
The  eafiern  climes  firft  felt  the  friendly  ray, 
And  dawn’d  alike  with  learning,  and  with  day.. 
There  clad  in  wifdom’s  robes  the  Magi  (hone, 
And  China  glitter’d  in  a  heaven  its  own. 

The  facred  flame,  the  Grecian  fages  fir’d; 
Warm’d  every  breaft,  and  every  grove  infpir’d. 


But 
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But  when  mad  mortals  wealth  ^nd  difcord  knew, 
Back  to  the  fkys  the  exil’d  goddefs  flew  : 

Smote  in  eclipfe,  the  fickening  olives  fade, 

Some  fplendid  ftars  fliot  only  thro’  the  fhade : 

While  Goths  and  Scythians ,  and  the  monkilh  fway, 
Of  pious  vandals  intercept  the  day : 

Yet  from  thofe  northern  clouds  fhe  broke  and  bleft, 

In  her  laft  flight,  the  regions  of  the  weft. 

’Twas  then  her  Influence  reach’d  Britannia’s  ifle, 
Difpel’d  the  mift,  and  made  the  defarts  fmile ; 

Serene  on  Cam ,  and  Ifis ’  banks  fhe  fhed 
Her  gentle  rays,  and  night  before  her  fled. 

Peace  to  their  pious  manes  in  the  fkys. 

Who  thro’  the  realm  bad  feminaries  rife ; 

While  fome  by  arms,  and  defolation  rule, 

5Twas  theirs  to  found  a  College  or  a  School ; 

O’er  barbarous  climes,  while  others  tyrannize, 

5Twas  theirs,  thofe  barbarous  climes  to  civilize. 

Such  Edward  *  was,  —  in  every  virtue  nurft. 

And  Frome  fti!l  owes  fome  tribute  to  his  duft  -9 
An  humble  nurfery  yet  fpeaks  his  fame, 

Whofe  hollow  ruins  echo  with  his  name. 

By  time  decay’d,— while  drooping  learning  flept. 

And  o’er  the  fweating  walls  the  mufes  wept. 

*  King  Edward  the  Third  founded  the  Grammar-School  at  Frome. 

N.  *  vl  '  .  .....  J  -x  ..  .  .  «  •  *«-  -V  i 
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But  fee  redor’d, — again  the  daffies  fmile,  - 
And  fcience  hovers  o’er  the  new-rais’d  pile  $ 

Where  metaphyfic  tomes  in  cobweb  hung, 

Sweet  found  the  fhelves  with  Virgil' s  facred  fong : 

In  dud  the  penfive  poets  pine  no  more, 

But  olives  bloom,  where  ivy  crept  before. 

See  a  new  Tutor,  with  pacific  fway, 

To  grammar’s  thorny  dodrine  fmooth  the  way. 
Infpir’d  with  fenfe,  and  fweetnefs  to  impart 
To  lid’nings  youths,  the  rudiments  of  art  ; 

Severely  mild,  and  cautious  of  th*  extreme, 

Can  teach  with  temper,  and  rebuke  with  phlegm  ; 
Bed  formed  t’unfold  the  poet’s  facred  page. 

And  mark  their  charms,  who  feels  himfelf  their  rage^ 

As  the  wife  hufbandman  explores  with  ikill. 

What  foil  is  bed  to  plant,  and  what  to  till  ; 

The  wife  preceptor  dudies  every  art, 

To  know  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart, 

As  well  one  med’eine,  each  difeafe  will  hit. 

As  the  fame  method  all  complexions  fit. 

Fruitlefs  the  toil,  to  wadi  the  negro  white. 

To  polifli  boors,  or  make  a  blockhead  bright : 

In  vain  is  teaching,  time,  and  terror  try’d. 

Where  genius  fails,  and  nature  has  deny’d ; 

In  vain  by  tutors  train’d,  by  parents  nurs’d, 

If  warp’d  in  embryo,  and  by  Pallas  curs’d. 


Yet 
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Yet  Bujbf  s  pedants  ftill  one  circle  keep. 

Like  mills,  which  in  one  motion  always  deep ; 

To  every  fcholar  the  fame  fyftcm  fait, 

And  treat  a  Bacon ,  as  they  treat  a  brute  ; 

Still  keep  the  paffive  Haves  in  one  dull  round, 

With  birchen  fceptre,  and  defpotic  found. 

Severity,  for  brutes  alone  defignkl, 

Enervates  half  the  vigour  of  the  mind  : 

Confounds  the  modeft — makes  the  vicious  mad, 
Deftroys  good  parts— and  never  mends  the  bad. 

They  who  correct  with  anger  and  chagrin, 
E're  they  reprove,  ihoif  d  with  themfelves  begin. 
Some  rugged  minds,  incorrigibly  bold. 

May  be  by  fear  fubdu'd,  or  force  control'd; 

But  for  one  favage,  by  compulfion  tam'd. 

Ten  are  by  love,  and  gentlenefs  reclaim'd. 
Difgrace, — or  praife, — or  pride,  will  oft'  prevail, 
When  flavifh  fear,  and  furious  ferules  fail : 

For  generous  minds,  with  native  freedom  born, 
Difdain  the  thraldom,  and  the  tyrant  fcorn. 

Or  when  releas'd  from  grammar's  fervile  fetters. 
Still  learning  loath,  and  dread  the  fmart  of  letters. 
The  child  by  nurfes  terrify’d  at  night. 

Always  afTociates  darknefs,  and  a  fprite  : 

So  boys  to  rods,  and  reading,  long  confin’d. 

Still  couple  books  and  bondage  in  their  mind* 


The 
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The  verbal  knowledge  of  grammatic  art. 

Of  Education  is  the  loweft  part. 

In  Prifcian' s  rules,  fome  fcrupuloufly  nice, 
Corredtfalfe  concord,  and  connive  at  vice. 

Clowns  may  be  taught  to  conftrue,  or  tranflate, 

As  pies,  or  parrots,  may  be  taught  to  prate, 

Expound  all  Walker — all  P am affus  fcan. 

But  in  the  critic,  often  lofe  the  man  ; 

Exadt  in  profody,  in  mood  and  tenfe, 

Well  fkiird  in  found,  but  deftitute  of  fenfe* 

Some  lifted  are  to  learn— they  know  not  how, 
Conftrain’d  to  plod— whom  nature  meant  to  plough  ; 
Like  fquirrels  with  their  bells,  to  jingle  round. 

As  fome  learn  notes,  without  a  tafte  for  found  $ 

Who  fhade  the  roftrum,  or  difgrace  the  bar. 

Might  fhine  behind  the  counter,  or  the  car. 

To  country- fchool  the  fatchel’d  youths  are  fent,  1 
O'er  barbarous  founds  to  pore  in  difcontent ;  f 
Like  felon  Oaves  condemn'd  to  banifhment. 

To  learn  tongues  fpoke  two  thousand  years  ago. 

Who  fcarce  their  own  domeftic  language  know** 

:  So  Marcus  travels  to  Marfeilles,  or  Rome , 

Mere  ftranger  to  his  laws,  and  lands  at  home. 

If  youths  for  no  profeffion  are  defign'd, 

!  Mere  verbal  knowledge  but  contracts  the  mind. 

\  et 
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Yet  fome  with  tympany  of  found  will  fweli 
With  pompous  language,  like  an  empty  bell* 

But  if  defign’d,  without  a  genius  fit ; 

You  often  fpoil  the  tradefman  in  the  wit. 

Laws, — ethics, — painting,- — globes,  and  flats  on  high, 
Each  ftation  fuit,  and  fhine  to  every  eye. 

Geography  and  hiftory  invite, 

Improve  the  genius,  and  the  mind  delight : 

Things,  more  than  words  th*  attentive  youth  engage 

Pleafe  every  tafte,  and  pdiifh  every  age. 

.  .  .  .  -  \ 

Critics  objedt,  fuch  ftudiesare  the  care. 

Of  higher  life,  and  academic  air  : 

But  few  e’er  reach  that  philofophic  plain, 

Stuck  in  the  mire  of  grammar  and  chicane  : 

Did  narrow  poedagogues  their  province  know, 
Knowledge,  and  language  wou’d  promifcuous  grow, 
As  on  one  tree  beneath  indulgent  fkys, 

Bloffoms  and  fruit  with  blended  beauty  rife. 

Low  reptile  minds,  on  earth  ftill  grovelling  lie 
*Tis  Education  lifts  the  foul  on  high. 

While  thro*  the  ftormy  fea  of  life  we  fail, 

This  fmooths  the  tide,  and  fwells  the  promis’d  gale  : 
Launch’d  well  at  firft, — ■  in  vain  the  billows  roar, 

She  calms  the  tempeft,  and  fecures  the  fhore  ; 
Taught  by  this  goddefs,  —  how  to  fleer  fedate, 
Amidfl  the  Favours,  or  the  frowns  of  fate  ? 


Hove 
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Rove  while  we  will,  —  that  peace  and  competence. 
Mock  all  the  fhine  of  courts,  —  the  joys  of  fenfe  j 
That  happinefs  alone  in  virtue  lies. 

And  to  be  truly  learn’d,  —  is  to  be  wife. 

Near  Frome’s  romantic  vales,  the  mufe  thus  fung. 
Where  pious  Rowe  once  tun’d  her  filver  tongue. 
Clofe  by  thofe  laurels,  where  the  veftal  pray’d, 

I  oft’  invoke  her  venerable  fhade ; 

Lofty  the  fubjedt,  —  and  not  low  the  praife, 

If  fhe  infpire,  and  2J— *— ~/e  approve  the  lays. 


r  o 
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T  O 

A  Young  LADY, 

Who  complain'd  that  her  Mufe  was  eloped  from  her. 


&J.  \9s  \f/  f  vf/vf/vf/xf/  *,  vfy  4.  \f  / *  '?-’\g.’ 


SYLVIA 3  I  lately  heard  you  fay 
Your  truant  Mufe  was  gone  aftray. 
And,  like  fome  tranfitory  fpright, 

O’er  hill  and  dale  had  took  her  flight : 
And  mine's  oi  late  fo  fallen  grown, 

I  fcarce  can  call  the  prude  my  own, 

A  rural  jaunt  infpires  my  mind. 

Your  vagrant  fugitive  to  find  : 

Thus  to  divert  my  Mufe’s  gloom, 

Or  meet  a  better  in  its  Room. 

O !  wou  d  fome  kind,  fome  angel  fcout. 
Direct  me  where  to  find  her  out ; 
Whether  o  er  boundlefs  plains  (he  roves, 
Or  haunts  the  mufic  of  the  groves : 

Or  if  the  hills  delight  her  more^ 

Where  lofty  larks,  and  lapwings  foar. 


Or 
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Or  when  defending  from  the  fteep, 

She  feeks  the  cell  where  Sylvan’s  fleep  5 
Clofe  to  her  fteps  I’d  follow  (till. 

And  trace  the  nymph  from  hill  to  hill. 

Tell  me,  ye  fwains !  O!  tell  me  where. 

To  find  the  folitary  fair. 

1  Coil’d  I  but  hear  her  diftant  fong, 

'Chaunting  far  off  the  wood’s  among, 

Invited  by  the  rural  lay, 

I  I'd  thro’  the  pathlefs  defart  (tray, 

Where  rofes  wild  adorn  the  green, 

And  wither  in  the  (hade  unfeen  ; 

1  And  many  a  pink  and  painted  flower, 

Sprinkle  gay  twilight  thro’  the  bower. 

While  cooing  turtles  from  on  high. 

Murmur  foft  love-plaints  near  the  flcy. 

I’d  a(k  each  wood-nymph  of  the  (hade. 

If  they  had  feen  the  wand’ring  maid, 

And  in  what  bofky  grove,  or  cell, 

The  tuneful  vagabond  might  dwell : 

Or  if  the  drowfy  god  of  fleep. 

Has  clos’d  her  eyes  in  (lumber  deep? 

And  with  enchantments  magic  tie. 

Seal’d  up  thofe  lips  of  harmony  j 
Diana’s  horn  (hall  break  the  fpellit 
And  (hake  the  dormitory  cell. 

Sevt\  43  1749; 
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A 

Friendly  CAUTION 

T  O  A 

G  E  NTLEMA  N, 

Who  lately  publifh'd  his  Intention 

Of  going  in  Queft  of  a  Stray’d  Mufe. 


nwmmz'm 

SOON  as  my  eyes  had  trac’d  each  line. 
And  found  what  jaunt  you  did  defign. 
It  rais’d  a  fmile  upon  my  face, 

To  think  what  a  vain  wild-goofe  chafe 
You’d  undertake,  Sir  Knight,  fhou’dyou 
My  giddy  run-away  purfue. 


A 
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As  lucklefs  travellers  o’nights 
Are  led  aftray  by  wand’ring  lights, 

And  plung’d  in  ponds,  or  hung  in  brieFS 
By  thefe  delufive  dancing  fires. 

So  if  upon  this  bold  adventure. 

Like  errant-knight  of  old  you  enter. 

My  roving  Mufe  aftray  may  lead  you, 
Tho’  fometimes  grave,  (he’s  often  giddy . 
The  fportive  Ignis  Fatuus  may 
Thro’  countlefs  dangers  make  you  ftray. 
Her  wanton  wiles  therefore  beware, 
With  warning  voice,  I  cry,  forbear. 
Hearken  to  my  prophetic  pen. 

She  may  bemire  you  in  fome  fen ; 

Or  mount  in  air  aloft  from  fight, 

And  leave  you  in  the  gloom  of  night  \ 
Then  perch  fome  airy  heighth  upon. 

To  draw  th*  unwary  traveller  on. 

And  when  you’ve  climb’d  the  rocky  fteep, 
She  down  the  craggy  cliffs  might  creep, 

!  And  plunge  you  in  the  boundlefs  deep. 

Or  fhou’d  you  think  to  fly,  fhe’d  rifei 
And  chearful  dance  before  your  eyes  9 
’Till  by  her  wand’ring  light  beguil’d 
You’re  buried  in  fome  foreft  wild 

$ 

A  dark  impenetrable  fhade, 

,  and  goblins  made ; 

I  4 


i  For  fairies,  ghofts 


Ne’er 
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Ne’er  bleft  with  Phoebus ’  chearfulray, 

But  like  a  Lapland’s  funlefs  day ; 

Then  might  die  foar  in  yielding  air. 

And  leave  you  in  the  mazy  fnare ; 

"Till  tired  with  her  fportive  jaunt. 

Once  more  the  fought  my  rural  haunt. 

Here,  while  you  penfive  ftray  alone. 

Laugh  at  the  mifchief  the  had  done. 

But  fhou’d  you  meet  a  milder  fate. 

And  in  the  chace  be  fortunate. 

If  you  my  fugitive  fhou’d  find, 

Take  her,  and  leave  your  own  behind, 

Your  judgment  each  one  wou’d  arraign ;  1 
Apollo  and  his  tuneful  train  > 

Wou’d  never  more  to  own  you  deign.  3 
All  muft  condemn  you,  fhou’d  you  chufe 
To  drop  a  fwan,  and  take  a  goofe. 

But  fhou’d  the  following  dream  prove  true. 
In  vain  you’d  leek,  in  vain  purfue. 

Your  dang’rous  jaunt  ran  thro’  my  head, 

When  ten  (mart  flrokes  warn’d  me  to  bed  ? 
There  foon  I  rank  in  Somnus*  arms, 

A  vidtim  to  his  downy  charms ; 

Then  iorth  by  buly  Morpheus  drawn, 
Methopght  I  trac’d  a  velvet  lawn, 
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Fierce  Syrius  reign’d,  my  ftrength  declin’d, 
And  for  fome  cool  recefs  I  pin’d ; 

When  juft  before  my  longing  eyes, 

I  faw  a  dufky  grove  arife, 

’Twas  form’d  of  Cyprefs,  Box,  and  Yew, 
Round  which  entwining  Ivy  grew  5 
I  prefs’d  into  the  wifh’d-for  lhade. 

And  wand’ring  down  a  lonely  glade, 

I  at  a  gloomy  grot’  arriv’d, 

Which  feem’d  for  endlefs  reft  contriv’d, 
Then  to  the  molly  entrance  went. 

And  found  it  was  of  vaft  extent  5 
Within  one  feeble,  fickly  light, 

Was  all  I  found  t’affift  my  fight, 

Juft  in  the  midft,  clofe  veil’d  from  day, 
Dulnefs  and  Eafe  fupinely  lay 
Thefe  lazy  powers  do  here  prefide. 

While  round  in  downy  fetters  ty’d. 

Where  countlefs  willing  captives  laid. 
Who,  drawn  by  Eafe,  had  hither  ftray’d, 

% 

But  O !  what  Mufe  fhall  Syhia  bribe5 

,  \ 

This  fleepy  grotto  to  deferibe  ? 

Shou’d  I  attempt  the  tedious  theme, 

Too  long,  I’m  fure,  you’d  think  my  dream  - 
The  magic  feepters,  crowns,  and  taper, 
Wou’d  take  too  much  of  B^dd^ly’s  paper* 
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Here  on  a  mofly  bank  reclin’d. 

My  vagrant  Mufe  I  chanc’d  to  find. 

Upon  a  wither’d  cowllip  bed 
She  laid  her  drowfy  fenfelefs  head. 

The  verdant  crown  which  late  {he  wore, 
Adorn’d  her  ftupid  brows  no  more. 

High  on  her  head  a  nodding  plume 
Of  fleepy  night-fhade,  in  its  room  $ 

Her  brow  a  wreath  of  poppies  bound, 

And  ihed  their  drowfy  influence  round. 

With  eager  joy  I  call’d  aloud, 

And  ft  rove  to  drag  her  from  the  croud. 

Three  times  {he  yawn’d,  then  half  awoke, 
And  thus  with  peevifh  accent  fpoke  : 

Away,  forbear,  nor  longer  teafe. 

Here  I  refolve  to  dwell  in  eafe  ; 

No  more  I’ll  feek  the  public  fight, 

But  veil  me  here  in  peaceful  night. 

Have  I  not  won  fufficient  fame, 

Since  B****n’s  Mufe  has  fung  my  name; 
Deign’d  to  approve  my  rural  lays, 

And  crown’d  me  with  a  wreath  of  bays. 

In  youth  I  met  a  glorious  fate, 

Nor  flept  too  foon,  nor  fung  too  late. 

Then  prithee,  Sylvia ,  teafe  no  more, 

Let  me  lie  quiet,  as  before. 


Here 
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Here  magic  (lumbers  feiz’d  her  brain, 

**■  ^  ■’  '**7  .■*•1 

And  down  (lie  funk  to  deep  again. 

With  grief  opprefs’d  I  figh’d  fo  deep, 

It  broke  the  filken  chains  of  deep ; 

Gay  morning  rufli’d  upon  my  eyes, 

And  bade  the  drowfy  dreamer  rife. 

These  friendly  cautions.  Sir,  I  fend  you. 

To  (hew  what  dangers  may  attend  you; 

Sho.u’d  you  purfue  my  rambling  Mufe, 

And  if  you  my  advice  refufe, 

None  but  yourfelf  you  can  accufe. 

Thus  timely  warn’d,  be  timely  wife, 

Nor  tempt  your  fate  with  open  eyes. 

Sept,  15,  1739. 
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THE 

REPLY 

To  a  Young  LADY’s 

Friendly  Caution  to  the  Author, 

Who  Travel’d 

In  Queft  of  her  Stray'd  Mufe. 

S\  LVIA,  you  ihew  me  the  wrong  way, 

T  o  find  your  Mufe  who  went  aftray. 
Fallacious  guides  you  now  depute, 

Only  to  puzzle  my  purfuit  : 

When  I  had  chas’d  the  nymph  fo  long, 

*Twas  barbarous  todiredt  me  wrong. 

Send  me  not  Sylvia  into  brakes. 

Untrodden  paths,  and  fenny  lakes,; 


Nor 
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Nor  into  woods,  and  forefts  deep, 

To  fee  th’  enchanting  Syren  ileep. 

Into  no  caves  will  I  repair. 

For  what  fhou’d  Sylvia's  Mufe  do  there  ? 

Sure  you  th’  immortal  maid  abufe. 
And  make  a  Gipfey  of  your  Mufe. 

No — to  the  lkys  fhe  flew  away, 
Amongft  her  kindred  ftars  to  ftray. 

The  winged  goddefs  long’d  to  foar. 

And  fee  her  native  heaven  once  more. 

Oh !  Sylvia ,  when  fhe  left  your  bread. 
What  place  was  fit  for  fuch  a  gueft  ? 
What  grove  below,  what  hill  or  plain, 
Cou’d  fuch  a  ftranger  entertain  ? 

What  foil,  what  paradife  on  earth, 

Cou’d  nurfe  this  plant  of  heav’nly  birth ? 

A  Sylph,  whom  I  retain  as  fpy» 
Told  me  he  faw  her  mount  on  high, 
Celeftial  pilgrim  to  the  fky. 

Elijah- like,  fhe  bent  her  flight, 

Amd  left  behind  a  trail  of  light. 

The  Sylph  clofe  track’d  her  all  the  way, 
By  this  new  galaxy  of  day. 

Wet  were  her  wings  with  morning  dew, 
As  thro1  his  airy  trails  (he  flew. 
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The  watchful  fhepherds  were  amaz'd. 
And  at  the  mounting  meteor  gaz'd. 

Some  thought  it  was  a  fhooting  ftar. 

Or  baleful  comet,  boding  war. 

Sylvia , — 'twas  no  delufive  light. 

No  Ignis  Vatuus  of  the  night. 

Which  on  a  fummer’s  eve  is  feen. 
Hovering  o’er  the  fairy  green. 

Strong  were  her  beams,  andbrighter  far. 
Than  Helper’s,  or  the  Morning  ftar. 

She  ftop’d  not  'till  ibe  reach'd  the  gaol, 
Where  the  fparkling  Pleiads  roll; 

While  all  her  filler  Mufes  there. 

Welcom’d  the  ftranger  to  the  lphere. 

Near  Virgo's  celebrated  lign, 

Th'  exalted  nymph  was  feen  to  fhine  : 

Nor  cou’d  aftronomers  devife. 

What  new  ftar  glitter’d  in  the  lkyse 
Some  nights  beheld  her  twinkling  ray. 
Then  (hot  the  prodigy  away* 

For  tho5  excurlions  (he  might  make, 

Up  to  the  ftars  for  foaring  fake. 

Yet  long  the  truant  cou’d  not  ftay, 

Nor  long  from  Sylvia's  bofom  ftray. 
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No  farther  in  the  heavens  fhe’d  go. 
Who  left  another  heaven  below. 

Then  no  fuch  ramble  need  I  take, 
Or  climb  the  hills,  or  beat  the  brake. 
For  by  the  brightnefs  of  your  pen, 

I  fee  (he’s  now  return’d  again  ; 

Let  me  to  Holt's  fweet  (hades  repair, 
I’m  fure  to  find  the  vagrant  there  5 
’Tis  but  to  vifit  Sylvia's  cell, 

For  where  (he  is  the  Mufe  mud  dwell. 


PLEASURE. 


[  !42  ] 


<M  *  Mse^  *  ¥5«s$0ra  * *  k^>e¥.  *  ¥s 

SSie*  Aw  jj^ 


PLEASURE. 


Written  at  the  Request  of 

Mrs.  ELIZABETH  SINGER, 


(Afterwards  Mrs.  Rowe) 
b  y  t  h  e 

/  - 

Late  Reverend  Mr.  John  Bowden, 


i. 

IN  vain,  unlefs  thou  firft  infpire, 

JL  Shall  I  attempt  thy  boundlefs  praife, 
In  vain  my  grov’ling  genius  try  to  raife, 

’Till  wing’d  by  thy  immortal  fire* 

O  f  Goddefs  kindly  then  difpenfe 
Thy  gentle  powerful  influence ; 

Let  ev’ry  paffion3  ev’ry  fenfe. 


Let 
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Let  all  my  willing  foul  thy  tranfports  prove, 

Let  vig’rous  warmth,  foft  joy,  and  melting  love, 
Invade,  and  uncontrord  thro*  all  my  pulfes  move, 

2. 

’Tis  done  !  thy  charms  already  I  obey, 

A  wond’rous  bright,  and  heav’nly  day 
Already  does  its  morning  luftre  fhed: 

Already  infant-light  fits  fmiling  round  my  head, 
Darknefs,  and  melancholy  gloom, 

In  awful  hafte  refign  their  room. 

In  hafte,  the  baleful  monfters  of  the  night. 

Pierc’d  with  thy  flaming  darts  of  light, 
Attempt  their  long  unwilling  flight, 

In  ev’ry  vein  a  blooming  ardor  burns, 

And  all  my  kindled  blood  to  adlive  fpirits  turns. 
Enchanting  joys  furround  my  heart, 

And  nimbly  rufh  thro*  ev’ry  part; 

And  now  the  tide  flows  large  and  high; 

And  now,  I  hardly  ftem  th’  impetuous  joy ; 

And  now.  Pm  rapture  all,  and  extafy  ! 

3* 

What  lofty  praifes  are  thy  due ! 

What  theme  more  fit  for  Men,  and  Angels  too  ? 
Angels,  who  grace  the  feats  above, 

Thofe  realms  of  ptireft  joy,  and  love. 
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Where  feeble  age,  and  fhlv’ring  fear. 

And  fallen  grief,  and  chill  defpair, 

And  ahxious  care,  and  pining  woe, 

Do  ne'er  their  ghaftly  vifage  fhew. 

There,  with  immortal  youth  they're  crown'd* 
While  fadelefs  glorys  round  them  play, 

And  heavenly  lplendors  gild  their  way, 

And  all  they  hear  is  mulic’s  facred  found. 

Ten  thoufand  joys  around  them  throng  ; 

Ten  thoufand  joys  infpire  their  long; 

And  him  they  praife,  and  him  they  blefs, 
From  whofe  vaft  bounty  num’rous  pleafures  flow* 
To  them  above,  and  us  below. 

Th’  exhauftlefs  fountain  of  all  happinefs. 

And  whilfl:  their  Maker's  praifes  they  recite^ 

They  fpring  frefh  oceans  of  delight 
And  with  frefh  praifes  thefe  abound. 

Thus  rapture,  love,  and  praife. 

By  turns  engage  their  happy  days. 

This  their  employment  is — this  their  eternal  round. 


Before  old  Chaos  into  order  roll'd* 

Or  heav’n  eflay’d  its  wonders  to  unfold. 

Before  the  mighty  orbs  to  flame  begun. 

Or  reftlefs  planets  whirl’d  about  the  fun. 

Before,  before,  Man’s  dufty  frame  was  rais’d, 
Or  Angels  more  divine  in  hymns  their  Maker  prais’d. 

Long 


I 


[  *45  ] 

*  4  *i 

Long,  long,  before  the  univerfal  fire. 

Made  thee  the  objedl  of  his  vaft  defire® 

And  when  faint  nature  breaths  her  latefl  groan. 
And  times  fcant  limits  are  no  longer  known. 
When  jarring  fpheres  afunder  fly. 

And  all  their  glorys  wink  and  die : 

When  wild  confufion  thro*  the  whole  is  hurl’d. 
And  ruin’s  dreadful  voice  refounds  from  world  to 
world ; 

Still  the  Creator  from  all  changes  free, 

O !  charming  pleafure !  ftill  he  dwells  with  thee  ; 
Still,  ftill,  he  feels  ineffable  delight. 

He’s  God,  because  his  joys  are  infinite. 

5* 

The  mofl  exalted  earthly  God, 

That  fhakes  whole  realms  with  his  imperious  nod  3 
Who  common  mortals  does  defpife. 

And  lifts  his  lofty  head  up  to  the  fkies ; 

Ev’n  he,  to  thy  foft  fceptre  bows. 

And  at  thy  altar  pays  his  conftant  vows : 

Ev’11  he,  prefers  his  blifs  before  his  ftate. 

And  to  be  pleas’d,  oft’  ceafes  to  be  great. 

6. 

Victors  themfelves  thy  conquefts  own. 

And  fall  like  vaflals  at  thy  throne. 


K 
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Thy  gentle  hand  their  hurtful  force  restrains, 

And  with  more  natural  paffions  warms  their  veins* 
No  more  they  rage,  no  more  they  (well, 

No  more  of  blood  and  (laughter  tell ; 

No  more  wild  fury  fparkles  at  their  eyes, 

The  monger  fees  thee  come,  and  alldiforder  flies. 

7- 

FIail  !  to  the  fpring  of  all  that’s  brave,  and  great, 
Hail !  thou  that  dod  infpire  the  hero's  gen’rous  heat. 

Tyrants  might  elle  regale  with  blood, 

•  * 

And  villains  trample  o’er  the  good  $ 

Long  virtue  might  in  rags  appear, 

And  vice  triumphant  garlands  wear  : 

The  groaning  nations  long  complain. 

And  captives  drag  their  hated  chain, 

And  injur’d  orphans  cry  for  help  in  vain. 

Najfau  himfelf  confefs’d  thy  force, 

Which  led  the  godlike  man  thro’  all  his  (Lining  courfe, 
Thofe  adts  which  broke  th’  oppreffors  rods, 

Did  monders  quell,  and  furies  tame. 

Which  won  the  hero’s  deathlefs  name, 

And  now  have  plac’d  him  high  among  the  Gods, 
Were  all  the  infpiration  of  thy  flame  : 

Divined  tranfports  urg’d  his  royal  bread. 

He  felt,  like  God,  the  joys  of  making  mortals  bledy 


Those 
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8. 

Those  fadelefs  monuments  of  wit,  and  fenfe, 
Like  inmod  heav’n  refin’d,  and  pure, 

And  which  like  that  (hall  (till  endure, 

And  countlefs  biddings  to  the  world  difpenfe, 

Are  all  the  genuine  fruit  ot  thy  (weet  influence. 

By  thee  the  Greek,  and  Roman  thine ; 
Milton  bv  thee  is  all  divine. 

And  Locke's  immortal  works  are  thine. 

When  lovely  Philomela  *  (hikes  the  lyre, 

Thou  dod  the  (oft  harmonious  fong  infpire. 
Thofe  drains  which  all  mankind  furprife,  and 
blefs, 

Which  charm  illudrious  Anna's  heart, 
Which  ravilh  feraphs,  and  difclofe  their  art, 

Do  all  thy  (acred  force,  and  mighty  power  confeis. 

9* 

Thro*  all  the  various  courfes  men  purfue, 

Thou  art  the  mark  they  keep  in  view  ; 

They  dill  are  condant  to  thy  charms. 

And  find  no  red  but  in  thy  tempting  arms. 

For  thee  the  heavyed  toils  we  bear. 

Nor  life  itfelf  in  fearch  of  thee  is  dear  : 

Where  danger  (hews  its  frightful  *d  face, 

* 

Heedlefs,  we  plunge  thro*  all,  to  feel  thy  foft  embrace. 

*  Mrs.  Rowe* 
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Where  thy  aufpicious  form  draws  near 
All  ghaftly  phantoms  difappear; 

Sorrow  and  rage  transform  to  love  and  play, 
Night  wantons  in  the  gawdy  robes  of  day. 
Chagrin  vouchfafes  a  fmile,  and  age  its  felf  looks  gay* 
Life’s  nimble  wheels  a  fwifter  motion  try. 

The  blooming  cheeks  put  on  a  rofy  dye, 

And  fportive  Cupids  flutter  in  the  eye. 

II* 

May  ftill  thy  brighteft  fcenes  my  mind  employ  s 
Still  plunge  me  goddefs,  in  thy  pureft  joy. 
joys  which  no  ebb  nor  interruption  know. 

But  in  full  current  always  flow. 

Triumph  o’er  adverfe  fate,  and  make  a  heaven  below* 
Joys  which  can  no  where  elfe  be  found, 

,  But  on  fair  virtues  facred  ground ; 

The  reft,  the  more  they  pleafe,  the  more  they 
wound. 

All  guilty  plealure  like  the  fyrens  charm, 

With  hov’ringills  the  cheated  wretch  alarm* 
They  footh  the  fenfe,  but  ftrike  a  dreadful  blow. 
And  for  a  moments  joy,  repay  an  age  of  woe. 


ELEGIAC 


[  149  ] 


ELEGIAC  VERSES, 

O  N  A 

Late  Gay  Gentleman, 

(Skill’d  in  Music) 

Who  Dy’d  Young. 
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SAY,  Melpomene ,  mournful  miftrels !  fay, 

Why  loiters  thus  the  elegiac  lay  ? 

Why  hangs  the  cittern  in  thy  bovver  fo  long 
Untun’d,  and  loth  to  warble  out  a  fong? 

•  . 

Come,  gentle  Venus  1  from  thy  Cyprian  grove, 

And  mourn  a  friend  to  mufic,  and  to  love. 

Come,  gentle  goddefs !  not  with  crimfon  clad, 

But  rob’d  in  cyprefs,  come  demure*  and  fad, 

K  3  See 
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See  o’er  their  filent  lyres  the  Mufes  weep, 

And  on  their  quivers  drowfy  Cupids  deep. 

Husht  were  the  groves,  the  zephyrs  breath’d 
no  more. 

And  the  laft  echos  languid)  *d  on  the  fhore. 

When  our  harmonious  Strephon  fled  the  plain, 

And  fhepherds  pip’d,  and  fountains  play’d  in  vain. 
Then  funk  the  rural  fongs,  the  birds  were  mute, 
The  birds  which  often  liften’d  to  his  flute  -9 
Yet  the  foft  mufe  fhall  whifper  thro5  the  vale, 

And  publilh  to  the  rocks  the  tragic  tale : 

Yet  lhal!  his  echo  dwell  about  the  cave. 

Where  poplars  nod,  and  folemn  willows  waves 
Where  fable  yews  an  awful  gloom  difplay. 

And  the  chafte  groves  will  fcarce  admit  the  day. 
There  on  his  image  (hall  my  fancy  feed, 

Fair  as  when  once  he  fung  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
Beneath  fome  rock,  I’ll  raife  a  moiTy  bed. 

An  deckd  a  flow’ry  pillow  for  his  head. 

Shall  gentle  Strephon  want  a  tragic  line, 

Strephony  who  fung  fo  oft’,  and  fung  fo  fine  ? 

’Twas  on  that  night,  when  ail  was  blithe  and  gay. 
Bright  (hone  the  ftars,  and  ladys  bright  as  they  : 
When,  lo  !  a  fudden  damp  the  fcene  o’ercaft, 

Mourn  all  ye  fair— for  Strephon  breathes  his  laft. 

£  Jfci  i* 


Then  filent  funk  the  mufic  at  the  found, 

+■  .  .  »  • 

And  the  wan  lamps  lookt  licke.niog  all  around. 

Poor  Strephon  once  at  every  ball  the  chief, 

Forever  dies — and  joy  transforms  to  grief. 

So  when  an  army  marfhal’d  on  the  plain, 

With  fliining  ranks  begins  the  great  campaign  : 

If  by  fome  adverfe  fate  the  leader  dies, 

Thro’  all  the  camp  a  fudden  pannic  flies. 

Strephon  was  graceful,  free,  genteel,  and  gay 
All  eyes  lookt  fad,  when  Strephon  was  away  ; 

No  fplendid  circle  of  the  fair  was  found, 

But  fprightly  Strephon  with  his  mufic  crown’d. 

Of  hyp,  and  fpleen  he  chas’d  away  the  gloom, 

And  fullen  care  forfook  the  chearful  room. 

Envy  can  add  no  follys  to  his  fcore. 

But  love,  and  wine — tho’  malice  count  them  o’er. 
Zealots  muft  own  he  had  a  generous  mind, 

Was  honeft,  humble,  affable,  and  kind ; 

True  to  his  promife,  faithful  to  his  friend, 

Averfe  to  Hander,  forward  to  commend. 

Prudes  may  profefs,  and  hypocrites  may  cant  j 
Sly  faints  devoutly  curfe,  and  bigots  rant  ; 

Some  cheat  in  private,  who  in  public  pray, 

And  villains  parts  behind  the  curtain  play. 
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Some  flaws  in  every  character  we  find. 

His  faults  were  few,  and  of  a  generous  kind  • 
Cenforious  minds  are  often  over  nice, 

And  with  ill-nature  call  all  pleafure  vice. 
Some  faults,  and  follys  ftain  the  brighteft  foul, 
But  love  and  charity  Hill  crown  the  whole, 

\'3 


AN 


m 
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A  N 

ENIGMA. 


F^Ashion’d  of  various  (hape,  and  clay, 
I  Proteus  like,  am  grave,  or  gay. 
Like  Flora  now  polite  and  fine, 

I  with  rich,  fculptur'd  figures  fhine : 

Then  in  demure  apparel  clad. 

Am  like  hermiten  plain  and  fad. 


My  temper  too  is  altogether, 

As  fickle  as  the  wind  or  weather  ; 

I’m  hot,  or  cold,  am  moift,  or  dry, 

In  whimfical  variety. 

Now  am  inflam'd  with  boiling  rage, 

Yet  oft'  devour  much  baurn  and  fagc, 

But  herbs  which  raging  fevers  tame, 

Are  but  a  fuel  to  my  flame  ; 

With 
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With  fuch  inteftine  heat  I  fume. 

My  exhalations  fill  the  room. 

Like  JEtna's  gulph  my  entrails  glow. 
And  with  eruptive  flreams  o’erflow. 

An  iflue  often  gives  me  vent, 

Or  I  fhou’d  burft  my  tenement. 

Others  by  toping  reel,  and  fink, 

But  I  grow  ftronger,  as  I  drink ; 
And  when  with  moifture  running  o’er. 
Am  fix’d  much  firmer  than  before. 

The  common  liquor  which  I  drink, 
Makes  women  gay,  and  ftudents  think  ; 
My  fprightly  juice  difpells  all  gloom, 
And  fills  you  with  ambrofial  fume  ; 
Twill  fire  the  fancy,  clear  the  brain, 
And  thus  my  latent  name  explain,, 
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LATIN  EPIGRAM 
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7  UMINE  Aeon  dextro  caruit ,  Leonilla  jinijlro , 
£/  eft  forma  vincere  utetque  Deos> 

Blande  puer  lumen  quod  babes ,  concede  forori , 

*S/V  /&  fic  erit  ilia  Venus . 


English'd, 

By  the  Rev.  Mr.  George  Russel. 

BU  T  one  bright  eye  fair  Aeons  face  adorns  j 
For  one  bright  eye  fair  Leonilla  mourns. 

Kind  youth  to  her  thy  Angle  orb  refign, 

To  make  her  perfect,  and  thyfelf  divine. 

For  then  (wou’d  heaven  the  happy  change  allow,) 
She  fhou’d  bright  Venus  be,  and  Cupid  thou. 

On 
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On  the  lD£&tf)  of 

Mifs  A  M  r  A  N  D. 

By  the  Same, 


i. 

WITH  radiant  charms,  with  virtue  crown’d* 
And  wit  above  her  years* 

Fair  Amarylla  bloom’d  awhile* 

Then  left  the  world  in  tears. 

2. 

The  bow  of  Iris  thus  difplay’d. 

We  praife  th*  ideal  form, 
sTill  all  the  glorious  colours  fade* 

Succeeded  by  a  ftorm. 


T  O 
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T  O  A 


YOUNG 


Y 


With  a  Bird  and  Cage. 


By  the 


S  A  M  E. 


•  HIS  little  Bird,  when  you  receive, 


i  An  emblem  of  my  heart  believe. 
Like  him  it  wander’d  wild  and  free. 


Nor  thought  to  lofe  its  liberty. 


The  Bird  indeed  mav  wifh  to  rove, 

✓  * 

And  once  more  flutter  in  the  grove  ^ 
But  cou’d  I  find  fome  happy  art, 

In  your  fair  bread  to  lodge  my  heart, 
Pleas’d  in  that  prifon  to  remain. 

I’d  never  wifh  to  rove  again. 


T  G 


A  GENTLEMAN 


Who  Afk’d, 

Why  Mifs  G — g  always  fhut  her  Eyes 
when  fhe  laugh’d? 

Extempore. — By  the  Same. 

WHEN  Celia  laughs— you’re  in  furprize. 

That  fhe  fhou’d  always  (hut  her  eyes; 

’Tis  pity  in  the  fair  : 

But  fhou’d  fhe  fmile,  and  view  you  too. 

With  thofe  bright  eyes — oh !  tell  me  who 

Such  mighty  charms  cou’d  bear  ? 


auon 
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T ranflation  from  Martial. 

Lib.  7.  Epig.  84. 

To  John  I*****d,  Efq-, 

By  the  Same. 


O!  HOW  fhou’d  my  friendfhip,  my  bounty 

appear, 

Wou’d  heaven  but  give  me  five  hundred  a  vear  ? 
What  a  table  I'd  keep  !  what  numbers  maintain  ? 
Treat  ftrangers  with  port, — -and  my  friends  with 

champaigne : 

Not  a  creature  fhou’d  ugh  for  a  favour  deny’d ; 

The  Gods  prais’d  thy  bounty, — and  kindly  comply ’d. 
But  now  not  a  ftranger  mud  enter  thy  door, 

Thy  coat,  and  thy  table,  much  worfe  than  before, 
Inftead  of  thy  port,  and  champaigne,— who  wouU 

think  it  ? 

Thy  wine  is  fo  bad,  not  a  creature  can  drink  it. 

Ne’er  a  friend  in  diftrefg— now  ’tis  come  to  a  trial, 
Who  defires  thy  help— but  receives  a  denial. 

Either  let:  thy  great  bounty,  and  friendship  appear, 
Or  reftore  back  again  the  five  hundred  a  year. 


A  N- 
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AN  THO  LQ  G  I  A, 

EPIG.  25, 

By  the  Same. 


*6\/t ✓•'>«'•"*  fb\/i\*i\'b'*s%'<-stRTb*  stX* b\  *l\sQ\sii''  S C-  /Sn  rfi^/'Sv  /fl1'  .  ■'4'»*6'/-6  ✓fiv  /t,\/d^sb\'b''/rb'‘  <'•'*  /iwi'Fc  ^/•lw4'VS\/’iv  /%'- 


T  Search’d  the  fields,  of  every  kind, 
JL  The  fa i reft  flowers  I  chofe  ; 

And  fent  a  beauteous  wreath  to  bind 
My  Rodoclea" s  brows. 


Here  Hyacinthus  ting’d  with  blood. 
In  purple  beauty  glows. 

There  burfting  thro*  the  fwelling  bud. 
Appears  the  fwelling  rofe* 


Th5  Anemone  of  paler  kind, 

That  moift  in  vallys  grows  $ 

NarciJJus  fair,  that  hangs  the  head. 

And  near  the  fountain  blows. 

To  boafl:  thy  charms,  when  crown’d  with  thefe, 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  O !  beauteous  maid. 

Thy  face  that  blooms,  fo  like  the  rofe. 

Like  that  alas !  fhall  fade. 


LET 


[  ] 


LETTERS 


r  o 


CORRESPONDENTS. 


MA  DA  M, 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  favour  of 
yours,  efpecially  for  the  entertainment  of  the 
verfes,  on  the  Duke's  Victory,  &c.  You  have  now 
furniflfd  me  with  the  beft  reafons  for  my  not 
writing  on  thofe  fubjeds,  by  the  juftice  you  have 
done  them  yourfelf.  Befides,  I  found  I  cou’d  not 
exalt  my  thoughts  enough  at  prefent,  to  dwell  on 
fuch  lofty  themes.  My  Head  grew  giddy  in  at¬ 
tempting  thofe  towering  flights  $  and  a  fudden  ver¬ 
tigo  feiz’d  my  brain,  when  I  begun  to  write  on 
dukes,  and  princefies,  triumphs  and  courts.  My 

L  mufe 
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mufe  has  loft  her  ambitious  wings,  and  finds  it 
much  fafer  to  dwell  on  the  ground,  or  flutter  with 
the  bees  and  butterflies,  about  the  groves  and  gardens, 
than  Pindar  like,  to  climb  the  heights  of  Par - 
najjus ,  or  (bar  with  the  bird  of  Jove9  to  the  iky  s. 

Or  nobly  wild ,  with  Budgels  fire  and force , 

Paint  angels  trembling  round  his  falling  horfe . 

As  to  my  being  influenc’d  to  write  from  low  fer- 
vile  views  of  reward  alone,  this  I  never  dreamt  of.  You 
know  fame  is  the  poet’s  goddefs ;  at  her  altars  we 
bow,  and  dedicate  the  fruits  of  our  labours  to  her 
ihrine.  A  mere  venal  and  mercenary  Mufe  is  an  in- 
fupportable  character,  and  quite  inconfiftent  with  the 
divine  flights,  and  abftrabted  elevations  of  poetry* 
Tho’  after  all  I  fee  nothing  mean,  or  incongruous,  in 
having  fome  view  to  ones  own  intereft,  when  it  is 
not  the  foie  or  leading  motive.  And  it  may  be  ob- 
ferv’d,  that  no  art  flourishes  fo  well  under  a  govern¬ 
ment,  that  has  but  little  regard  to  learning.  When 
liberal  fciences  are  encourag’d  and  protected,  they 
always  thrive  beft  in  iuch  a  foil.  Virgil ,  and  Ho¬ 
race  y  &c.  had  a  Meceenas  to  encourage,  and  an  Au- 
gujlus  to  reward  them ;  or  their  fine  genius  might 
ftill  have  remain’d  in  obfcurity.  But  I  really  think 
we  want  many  Mcccenas's  now  to  revive  and  patro¬ 
nize  the  drooping  arts. 


I  shou’d 
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I  should  be  glad  to  know  if  you  have  any  ac¬ 
quaintance  or  correfpondence  with  the  celebrated 
Sylvia .  I  fancy  there  may  be  fome  infpiration  in 
Holt  waters,  and  that  they  have  a  faculty  of  conveying 
wit,  as  well  .as  health,  and  can  kindle  the  flames  of 
the  imagination,  as  well  as  cool  thofe  of  the  body. 
If  fo,  fome  of  our  modern  bards  wou’d  do  well  to 
vifit  tho itCaJlalian  fprings.  It  is  affirm’d  as  fadt,  that  ' 
fome  waters,  particularly  Bath ,  are  endu’d  with  a 
wonderful,  prolific  property,  to  remove  the  caufes 
of  fterility,  procure  pregnancy,  &c .  perhaps  Holt 
waters  may  be  poflefs’d  with  the  diviner  quality,  of 
impregnating  the  brain  with  fruitful  ideas,  inspiring 
the  fancy  with  a  new  offspring  of  wit,  and  curing  all 
barrennefs  of  underftanding,  by  invigorating  the  ani¬ 
mal  fpirits,  and  (to  talk  in  the  language  of  the  quacks) 
by  diffuiing  a  mild  genial  warmth,  and  fun-fhine 
o’er  the  cold,  inactive  mafs.— But  to  defcend  from 
this  elevated  ft  rain,  I  am  in  plain  Englijh ,  without 
any  hyperbole, 

Tours} 


L  a 


TO 
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I 

T  O 

S  A  M  E. 

MA  DA  M\ 

H  AV  E  read  over  your  paraphrafe  on  Solomon's 
fong,  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  and  I  hope 
with  feme  inftrudtion.  But  give  me  leave  to  fay, 
that  notwithftanding  the  innocence  of  your  intention, 
the  purity  of  your  thoughts,  and  the  chaftity  of  your 
didtion,  thro’  all  this  performance,  I  doubt  the  world 
will  be  fo  wicked,  and  cenforious  as  to  pervert  your 
meaning,  and  mifapply  the  paffions  of  your  royal 
galant  to  grofs  and  fenfual  objedts.  And  indeed  I 
think  there  feems  to  be  feme  room  to  give  fuch  a 
conftrudlion  to  the  original  fong.  For  I  think  it  is 
generally  allow’d,  by  the  conceffion  of  learned  ex- 
pofitors,  and  divines,  that  the  antient,  genuine  de¬ 
fig  n  and  meaning  of  that  celebrated  poem,  was  not 
allegorical,  or  fpiritual,  but  is  to  be  underftood  in 
the  obvious,  literal  fenfe.  Some  myffical  commen¬ 
tators. 
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tators,  I  own,  (who  have  a  faculty  of  expounding 
every  thing  into  metaphor,  and  can  make  every  text 
in  the  old  teftament  figurative,  and  every  ftory  pro¬ 
phetical)  have  given  a  divine  turn  to  the  whole  book 
of  Canticles.  Solomon’s  natural  amorous  paffion,  was 
prefently  lighted  up  into  flames  of  devotion,  con¬ 
verted  into  celeftial  raptures,  and  all  the  lover  loft  in 
the  faint.  Thefe  gentlemen  of  fancy  and  conceit, 
like  Flavel  in  his  fpiritual  hufbandry,  can  allegorize 
on  Noah’s- ark,  or  Goliah’s  fpear.  Every  thing  with 
them  is  big  with  allufion,  and  pregnant  with  fome 
enigmatical  meaning.  Balaam’s  afs  is  a  tipe  of  our 
Saviour  ;  Jacob’s  twelve  Tons  a  plain  indication  of 
the  twelve  apoftles,  and  fo  on.  It  is  not  therefore 
to  be  wonder’d  at,  if  thefe  emblematical  divines, 
have  found  out  a  fpiritual  meaning  in  Solomon's  fong, 
and  given  a  pious  turn  to  his  amorous  dialogues.  No 
doubt  but  their  intention  was  very  good  in  fo  doing  : 
But  I  imagine  their  judgment  was  fwallow’d  up  in 
their  devotion,  when  they  adapted  his  black  miftrefs  to 
Imoinda ,  her  breafts  to  the  old  teftament  and  the  new ; 
and  the  rofe  of  Sharon  to  the  church,  &c.  But  this 
is  really  ftraining  the  matter  too  far;  and  I  think 
chriftianity  receives  no  advantage  from  fuch  forc’d  al~ 
lufions,  and  wild  conceits.  It  rather  affords  matter 
for  licentious  wits  to  ridicule,  and  this  I  doubt  wou  d 
be  the  confequence  of  publilhing  your  ingenious 
paraph  rale : 

"  I,  :  I  TAKE 
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I  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  you  for  yours 
of  September  18.  I’m  glad  the  cow  gave  you  any  en¬ 
tertainment,  I  know  you  always  lik’d  a  paftoral  life, 
and  cows,  fheep  and  birds,  us’d  to  pleafe  you  at  all 
times  5  fo  it  is  the  lefs  to  be  wonder’d  if  my  verfes  on 
the  cow  pleas’d  you,  I  am  at  prefent  an  exile  from 
Parnajfus ,  and  am  in  great  danger  of  being  the 
Mufe’s  outlaw.  All  I  have  wrote  lately  was  but  a 
{hort  addrefs  to  a  young  Lady,  whofe  uncommon 
beauty  extorted  it  from  me ;  and  if  there  was  any 
merit  in  thofe  verfes  infcrib’d  to  Mifs  P—  it  is  en¬ 
tirely  to  be  afcrib’d  to  the  fudden  infpiration  of  fuch 
furprizing  beauty.  Our  town  here  is  fo  illiterate,  and 
has  fo  little  tafte  for  poetry  efpecially,  that  the  Mufes 
finding  no  encouragement,  have  almoft  abandon’d  the 
inhofpitable,  unpropitious  foil.  Trade  and  bufineis 
are  commonly  at  variance  with  learning,  and  never 
well  agree  with  the  peace  and  calm  retirement  of  a 
poetical  life.  But  you  are  fuch  a  favourite  of  the 
Mufes,  and  refide  fo  much  at  the  court  of  ParnaJJus , 
that  I  hope  by  your  interceffion,  to  procure  expiation 
and  abfdution  for  my  truancy  and  rebellion,  and  to  be 
again  admitted  as  a  gueft  and  inhabitant  of  that  flowery 
region,  and  blefl  with  yours  and  Apollo's  fmiies.  In 
hopes  of  which  reftoration,  I  fnbfcribe  myfelf, 

Madam ,  Tour  humble  Servant . 


T  H  E 
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THE 


Lady’s  ANSWER, 


SIR, 


O  U  ’  LL  excafe  my  making  an  apology  for  leav- 


JL  ing  your  Letter  of  the  23d  of  Ofiobe?*  un- 
anfwer’d,  having  done  it  fome  time  fince.  I  think  in 
a  paragraph  to  Mrs.  ******,  I  cou’d  indeed  mufter 
up  a  great  many  excufes,  and  fome  very  material  ones 
too.  But  I  think  none  greater,  than  that  I  knew  not 
how  to  fet  about  fo  knotty  a  tafk.  So  like  fome  dull 
and  indolent  fchool-boy,  I  defer’d  the  evil  day,  kill 
length  of  time  extorted  it  from  me. 

I  am  glad  my  paraphrafe  gave  you  any  pleafure. 
As  to  inftrudfcion,  I  can’t  fee  any  room  to  hope  for 
that,  while  you  entertain  fuch  low  notions  of  the 
fuhjedt.  I  own,  there  are  many  things  in  the  fong 
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which  may  be  reduc’d  to  a  mortal  paffion,  but  I  can’t 
help  thinking  the  whole,  or  defign  of  it,  very  incon- 
fiftent  with  fuch  a  view.  I  need  not  tell  the  Dodor, 
the  eaftern  language  was  very  florid,  and  figurative, 
of  which  the  Old  Teftamuit,  is  very  full ;  the  prophets 
fpeak  little  elfe.  The  new  teftament  is  of  a  quite  dif¬ 
ferent  ftile,  more  plain,  and  expreflive :  In  what  bet¬ 
ter  manner  cou’d  Solomon  have  drawn  up  this  di¬ 
vine  drama,  fuitable  to  the  language  of  the  country, 
and  his  own  poetical  genius  ?  Or  in  what  ftronger 
metaphors  cou’d  he  have  painted  the  divine  pafiion  of 
his  foul  ?  or  better  infinuated  it  into  the  minds  of 
thofe,  who  wou’d  not  attend  to  any  thing  of  a  more 
grave  appearance.  How  can  we  conceive  (while  in 
this  embody’d  ftate)  of  divine  love,  but  by  the  ftrong 
and  lafting  impreflions  of  the  foul  from  a  mortal 
paffion  ?  As  to  the  cenfures  of  the  prophane  and  li¬ 
centious,  what  can  efcape  their  ridicule,  if  not  the 
miracles  of  our  Saviour  ?  But,  as  I  know  I’m  not 
capable  of  advancing  any  thing  unknown  to  you,  I 
wou’d  readily  drop  the  fubjed,  faying  no  more  than 
I  thought  neceflary  for  my  own  vindication.  For  as 
I  cannot  have  any  hopes  of  making  a  profelyte,  fo 
neither,  do  I  find  myfelf  in  the  lead  inclin’d  to  be« 
come  one. 


I  am  greatly  rejoyc’d  to  find  by  your  beautiful 
Poem  in  the  Bath  Journal,  a  few  weeks  fince,  you 

have 
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have  made  up  your  affairs  fa  well  with  the  Mufes,  as 
to  obtain  your  own  terms.  Indeed,  they  are  generally 
artful  enough  to  know  their  own  intereft,  and  there - 
fore  one  of  their  beft,  diftinguifh’d  votarys,  cou’d 
not  be  in  the  leaft  danger  of  being  negleded.  But  I 
hope  you’ll  not  expofe  yourfelf  to  any  future  hazards, 
by  your  long  filence,  which  difcovers  fo  great  a  con¬ 
tempt  of  the  fair  lifters,  as  they  may  not  fail  to  re- 
fent.  To  my  great  mortification,  I’ve  fo  little  in¬ 
tereft  with  the  Mufes  (being  yet  advanc’d  to  no 
greater  diftindion  that  one  of  their  menial  fervants) 
that  I  fear  my  beft  interceffions  cou’d  never  prevail 
with  them,  to  reftore  you  to  their  favour  if  once  loft, 
neither  do  I  think  they  underftand  abfolution.  Pray 
don’t  complain  of  your  fituation.  Your  manfion, 
looks  like  a  feat  of  the  Mufes,  and  it’s  inhabitants 
loudly  fpeak  it.  Trade  and  bufinefs  are  only  your 
chance  fpeculations,  apd  are  not  always  without  their 
infpiration :  And  at  leaft  are  beautiful  contrafts. 
Many  of  your  furrounding  neighbours  furnifh  out 
the  moft  infpiring,  and  agreeable  converfation.  And 
fbme  of  your  adjoyning  fcenes,  are  inimitable  !  For 
what  then  fhou’d  you  complain.  Be  not  too  en¬ 
croaching.  I  hope  the  royal  maid  lately  arriv'd  at 
Bath ,  will  be  made  your  Mufes  care,  pleafure,  and 
glory.  Who  cou’d  have  thought  the  Duke  wou’d 
have  been  forgot,  the  hero  of  our  nation,  and  the 

rival 
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rival  of  his  age  ?  Pardon  any  fufpicion.  I  hope  your 
Mufe  is  loyal.  Methinks,  a  public  teftimony  fhou’d 
not  have  been  wanting.  The  alarm,  was  a  worthy 
example.  I  fear,  if  you  freely  give  me  your  advice 
in  your  next,  you’ll  limit  me  to  a  quarter  of  a  fheet 
of  paper.  I  am  however  prepar’d  for  the  mortifi¬ 
cation,  and  vour  direction  fhall  with  thankfulnefs  be 
obferv’d  by, 

SIR , 

Tour  humble  Servant . 

P.  S*  You’ll  permit  me  to  tell  you,  your  poem 
on  the  cow  is  grown  a  companion  for  beaus  and  belles, 
and  makes  a  good  figure  at  a  tea-table. 


» 


THE 
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THE 

REPLY. 


I  WILL  not  pretend.  Madam,  to  make  any  apo¬ 
logy  for  not  anfwering  your  ingenious  letter 
fooner ;  a  bad  defenfe,  and  weak,  trifling  excufes  are 
certainly  worfe  than  none  at  all.  It  is  more  candid, 
and  honourable  to  confefs  the  fault,  as  I  now  do,  and 
freely  own  that  my  filence  was  owing  only  to  negli¬ 
gence,  and  indolence  ^  and  am  very  ready  to  fubmit 
to  any  penance  you  fhall  think  fit  to  impofe  on  me. 

You  have  laid  as  much  as  poflible,  I  think,  in  a  few 
lines  in  vindication  of  Solomon's  paffion,  by  endea¬ 
vouring  to  give  it  a  divine  ftamp,  and  a  celeflial  flame. 
But  conlidering  the  royal  preacher’s,  or  gallant’s  cha¬ 
racter,  his  amorous  complexion,  exprefiions,  &c. 
I’m  flill  of  opinion  that  his  paffion  was  human,  and 

natu- 
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I 

natural,  and  that  his  love  center'd  on  fome  objed  be¬ 
low  the  ikys,  feme  eaftern  beauty,  or  lmoinda  of 
the  groves  below.  The  fentiments  and  didion  feem 
too  plain,  and  fenfual,  to  bear  a  divine  application, 
and  are  not  at  ail  adapted  to  the  language  of  heaven, 
and  the  pure  immortal  raptures  of  faints  and  feraphs. 
Indeed,  you  fay  very  juftly  that  the  eaftern  languages 
were  full  of  metaphors,  borrow'd  from  fenfual,  ma¬ 
terial  objeds.  But  metaphors  themfelves  have  laws, 
and  muft  not  be  too  licentious.  We  might  as  well 
talk  of  eating,  and  banqueting  in  the  fkys,  of  feeding 
on  angelic  foups,  celeftial  fweetmeats,  and  immortal 
bowls,  as  of  deferibing  love,  in  fuch  a  grofs  cor¬ 
poreal  manner.  However,  you  are  at  liberty  to 
underftand  it  as  you  pleafe;  and,  indeed,  moft  com¬ 
mentators,  allegorize  it  in  that  manner,  not  to  fay 
that  it  is  moft  agreeable  to  the  decency  of  your  fex. 
Your  Mufe,  and  your  modefty  can  eafily  metamor- 
phofe  the  amour,  and  fpiritualize  the  pafiion,  without 
the  help  of  grave  dodors,  and  learned  annotators. 

Tour  pen  can  fianBifiy  the  loofe  defire , 

And  to  the  fikys  direB  the  holy  fire : 

Bid  low-born  filames  aficend  on  fieraphys  wings-. 

Give  laws  to  love ,  and  chafiity  to  kings . 


I  cov'd 
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I  cou’d  fay  more  on  this  fubjeCt  of  allegory,  but  I 
tantaliz’d  you  enough  with  it  in  my  kft. 

You  feem  to  aecufe  my  Mufe  with  difloyalty,  and 
wou’d  fain  provoke  me  to  write  fbmething  on  the 
Princefs’s  arrival  at  Bath,  fomething  on  the  Duke's 
victory,  and  triumph  over  the  rebels  at  Culloden ,  &c. 
thefe  I  own  are  great  fabjeCts,  and  lofty  themes,  and 
I  doubt  too  fublimeat  prefent  for  the  humility  of  my 
pen.  Not  to  mention  the  arts  and  fciences  are  but 
little  encourag’d  by  the  great  now.  When  princes 
become  patrons  of  learning  ;  and  ingenuity,  whether 
intellectual  or  mechanical,  is  rewarded,  and  en¬ 
courag’d,  there  won’t  be  wanting  pens  to  celebrate 
their  virtues.  Arts  and  learning  never  arriv’d  to  a 
greater  perfection  than  under  the  influence  of  Alexan¬ 
der ,  Lycurgus ,  Anguflus ,  and  Trajan ,  all  great  pa¬ 
trons,  and  bountiful  benefactors.  But  now  C. 
is  poet-laureat,  venal  fcribblers  are  prefer’d  for  wit ; 
and  money  fways  more  than  merit.  But  you  may 
find  by  my  late  verfes  on  the  Difappointed  Travellers, 
that  my  Mufe  defcends  to  low  themes,  and  doggrel 
rhimes ;  And  that  the  lofs  of  an  expeCted  dinner  gave 
an  appetite  to  my  invention,  and  afforded  a  theme 
for  burlefque.  And  indeed  I  have  often  thought 
that  low,  triffiing  fubjeCts,  if  there  is  any  tolerable 
vein  of  humour,  or  fancy  in  them,  are  more  adapted 
to  the  capacitys  of  the  vulgar,  who  are  taken  with 

con- 
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conceit,  and  often  do  more  fervice  than  the  grave, 
ferious,  and  folid  difeourfes.  Perhaps  one  of  YEfop’s 
fables,  rightly  apply’d,  has  done  more  real  fervice  to 
corredl  vice,  and  reform  mankind,  than  fifty  modern 
fermons. 

But  notwithstanding  all  this  feverity,  I  can  affure 
you,  Madam,  that  my  Mufe  is  always  at  your  de¬ 
votion,  and  wing’d  for  your  fervice,  being  either  in 
verfe  or  profe, 


Yours ,  &c , 
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TO  THE 

Rev.  Mr.  Charleton, 

Subdean  of  the  KingVChapel. 

^  ■ <0$  <0£ <0$ <&$ «®$gh  ■©£◄*$  «0£  <*0£  <0$  <0£  «$$ **v 

Reverend  Sir , 

I5  V  E  not  fo  much  reafon  to  condole,  as  to  congra¬ 
tulate  you  on  your  late  lifter’s  deceafe.  When  exit- 
tence  here  becomes  burdenfome  and  painful,  death  is  a 
welcome  herald,  and  calls  rather  for  applaufe,  and  tri¬ 
umph,  than  for  tears  and  lamentation.  Mrs.  F *** 
for  fome  time  before  her  death  cou’d  not  with  any 
propriety  be  faid  to  live,  at  leaft  not  to  enjoy  life  : 
And  I  am  much  pleas’d,  that  by  refigning  of  her’s, 
{he  has  at  all  contributed  to  the  felicity  of  yours.  I 
always  thought  from  her  conftant  expreffions  of  re¬ 
gard,  and  efteem,  for  your  family,  that  one  time 
or  other  her  adions  wou’d  be  the  bell  comment  on 
her  words. 

1  am  Tours ,  &c . 

AN 
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A  N 

ELEGIAC  POE  M, 

Occafiorfd  by  the  *Df8t{)  of 

The  late  Rev.  Mr.  John  Bowden. 

Bt*  a  LADY. 

j 

ALL  hope  is  vain  !  call’d  from  this  mortal  ftate. 
My  guide  !  my  friend  at  laft  refigns  to  fate, 
Th’  impatient  fpirit  flies  th’  inactive  clay, 

And  with  it’s  convoy,  mounts  to  realms  of  day. 

In  vain  pale  mourners  his  fad  lots  deplore 
Clos’d  are  his  eyes,  the  fcenes  of  life,  are  o’er. 

He  quits  this  mortal  ftage  with  juft  applaufe$ 

A  friend  to  virtue,  to  religions  caufe. 

In  vain  dire  envy  rear’d  her  fnaky  head. 

And  with  her  forked  tongue  vile  Handers  fpread ; 
Whilft  bigotry,  with  black  cenforious  arts 
Level’d  in  vain,  and  threw  her  poifon’d  darts  : 

All  impotent ! — unblemifh’d  was  his  life ; 

Above  detraction,  calumny,  and  ftrife. 


In 
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In  him,  true  merit  found  a  conftant  friend  $ 
Peaceful  his  life  as  peaceful  was  his  end  : 

Eafy  he  funk  into  the  arms  of  death  $ 

And,  with  a  fmile,  refign’d  his  lateft  breath. 

Droop,  droop  your  heads,  oh!  all  ye  rural  fwains. 
Who  once  attentive,  catch’d  his  tuneful  ftrains. 

When  Philomela ,  of  immortal  fame, 

Call’d  forth  his  Mufe,  and  gave  the  darling  theme  °y 
The  darling  theme  at  once  his  foul  infpir’d. 

And  with  Apollo's  wit  his  genius  fir’d : 

With  other  tuneful  bards  his  lyre  he  ftrung. 

And,  equal  to  the  theme  unrival’d  fung. 

Tho’  all  expe&ed  from  their  well-wrote  lays,  1 

And  juftly  merited  diftinguifh’d  praife,  > 

Yet  only  won,  and  wore  the  bays.  J 

Hark  !  ceafe  your  lays,  all  grief  forbear — on  high. 
What  heav’nly  mufic  fills  th’  aetherial  fky ! 

Celeftial  airs  of  praife,  of  love,  and  joy. 

His  golden  harp  withfweet  delight  employ. 

There  he  enraptur’d  joyns  the  facred  throng, 

Oh !  change  your  notes  and  joyn  his  fweet  immortal 
fong. 


M 


MAR- 
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♦  ' 


MARTIAL, 

Book  3d,  Epig.  25. 

By  the  Rev.  Mr.  Russel. 


THAT  thou  haft  Burgundy,  my  friend. 
To  all  the  world  is  known  ; 

But  churlifh,  thou  enjoy’d:  thy  wine 
In  fecret,  and  alone. 

Gold  too  thou  haft,  but  in  thy  fob 
Securely  it  remains  : 

Wit  too  you  boaft,  but  to  be  feen 
By  others  it  difdains. 

Of  all  your  ftore,  for  other’s  ufe 
One  thing  alone  we  find. 

Your  wife,  my  friend,  you  but  enjoy 
In  common  with  mankind. 


AN 
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A  N 

E  P  I  T  A  P  H 

» 

O  N 


Richard  Middleton ,  Efq;  A.  M. 

Late  of  Queen’s-College,andChrift-Church,  Oxford. 

( By  the  SAM  E. ) 


WITH  folid  fenfe,  in  learnings  robe  array’d. 
Fancy’s  gay  light,  thro’  reafon’s  fober  fhade ; 
Un weary ’d  induftry  with  genius  joyn’d, 

And  fervent  zeal  by  charity  refin’d  ; 

Juftice  and  truth,  with  chriftian  awe  profound. 

And  ftedfaft  faith  with  righteous  adions  crown’d. 

With  thefe,  in  manners  pleafingly  fedate. 

He  fought  perfection  in  an  earthly  flate. 

Virtue  and  wifdom  large  improvement  gain’d. 

Sin  feem’d  fubdu’d,  but  frailty  ftill  remain’d ; 

Till  pitying  heav’n  remov’d  this  laft  reftraint, 
Deftroy’d  the  mortal,  and  receiv’d  the  faint, 

M  2 


THE 
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THE 

DIE  in  CAPTIVITY. 


INSCRIB’D  TO 

Thomas  Carew,  Efq;  of  Crocomb, 

O  N  H  I  S 

Promoting  the  Laws  for  the  Suppreffion  of  (©anting* 

Oceafion’d  by  Seeing 

\  . 

A  compleat  DIE  inclos’d  in  an  Ivory-Ball,  by  the 
ingenious  Mr.  James  Clark,  of  Frame . 


LONG  did  the  enchanting  power  of  dice 
Decoy  the  fickle  youth  to  vice. 

Fortune,  and  freedom,  friends,  and  fame. 

Fell  martyrs  to  the  darling  game ; 

Even  life  and  health  become  a  prey 

To  the  capricious  chance  of  play  ; 

’Till  penal  laws  the  vice  reftrain’d. 

And  th’  epidemic  inadnefs  chain’d. 


Peace 
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Peace  to  that  breaft  whofe  honeft  zeal. 
Glow'd  fervent  for  the  public  weal : 

Who  with  unbiafs'd,  generous  mind. 

The  fpreading  malady  confin'd. 

This  little  emblematic  fphere, 

Is  a  juft  fymbol  of  your  care. 

Within  this  hollow  globe  immur’d. 

The  fatal  Die  here  lies  fecur’d. 

Th*  ingenious  hand  does  here  impart 
The  wonders  of  mechanic  art. 

By  mathematic  fkill  profound. 

The  hydra  view  in  durance  bound. 

Beneath  this  ball  imprifon’d  deep. 

Thus  fulphurs  in  their  ftrata  fleep  ; 

Smooth  carpets  on  the  furface  grow. 

While  mortal  vapors  lurk  below. 

Six  little  windows  let  in  day. 

Thro’  which  you  fee  the  monfter  play  $ 

But  harmlefs  here  he  plays  in  vain. 

And  only  ftruggles  with  his  chain. 

As  felons  lock'd  in  Newgate's  cell. 

Peep  thro'  the  lattice  where  they  dwell* 

M  3 


So 
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So  thro9  its  avenues  of  light. 

The  tyrant  grins,  but  cannot  bite. 
Like  Bajazet  in  iron  cage. 

In  vain  is  all  the  captive's  rage. 

Venus ,  and  Mars  were  thus  befet. 

And  caught  in  Vulcan's  wond'rous  net. 
Thus  fevers,  famine,  plague  and  pox. 
Lay  hid  within  Pandora's  box 
’Till  Pyrrha's  fire  the  engine  burft. 
And  all  mankind  with  evils  curft. 

• 

Long  may  the  Die  lie  fetter'd  here, 
And  never  break  the  ivory  fphere. 

?Till  the  great  globe  with  all  its  frame 
Shall  perifh  in  the  final  flame. 


l  ?- 
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An  EPITAPH, 

On  a  Negro  Servant, 

Who  died  at  Governor  Ph  ipps’s, 

At  Haywood,  near  Weftbury. 


EUROPEAN  vain— mock  not  my  hue. 
Nor  ridicule  a  flave; 

Death  foon,  like  me,  will  blacken  you. 

In  darknefs,  and  the  grave. 

Tho’  nature  o’er  my  fwarthy  fkin 
Diffus’d  a  fable  blot ; 

Yet  was  my  mind  unftain’d  within, 

And  free  from  vicious  fpot. 

It  boots  not  here,  or  black,  or  white, 

All  colours  fuit  the  tomb  j 
Black  guefts,  and  /Ethiopian  night. 

Sit  round  this  funeral  room. 

M  4 


Re- 
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Releas’d  from  fervitude,  and  woe. 
Here  all  my  toils  are  o’er. 

To  fome  green  ifland  I  (hall  go. 

And  fee  my  native  fhore. 

Tho*  with  relu&ant  mind  I  part, 
From  my  kind  matter  here ; 

Yet  my  old  country  has  my  heart. 
And  liberty  is  dear. 

There  in  fome  fhady,  Indian  grove, 
I  ttiall  forever  ftray  ; 

Or  o’er  the  pathlefs  mountain  rove. 
And  hunt  for  favage  prey. 

It  matters  not,  or  rich,  or  poor. 

But  ,tis  the  honeft  man  ; 

Whether  he  lives  on  India’s  fliore 
I n  Europe,  or  Japan* 

Live  well — nor  tremble  at  the  grave, 
The  good  (hall  live  again ; 

The  wicked  man’s  the  trueft  Have, 
And  death  a  tyrant  then. 


A 
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J  SONG. 

(By  a  Lady.) 


ALEXIS. 

rTT^  H  E  fun’s  declining,  milder  ray, 

J|  O’erfpreads  the  eaftern  fkys : 

Thro’  fragrant  trees  foft  zephyrs  play, 

And  evening  (hades  arife. 

The  flow’rs  reviving  raife  their  heads, 
Refrefh’d  with  filver  dews : 

The  ev’ning  primrofe  gaily  fpreads, 

And  beauteous  fcenes  renews. 

Come  Chloe ,  then  thefe  charms  partake, 

In  yonder  rofy  bow’r : 

Come,  thy  Alexis  happy  make, 

This  is  th’  appointed  hour. 

Th  ere  talk  of  love,  whilft  free  from  care, 
We  both  are  kind  and  true  : 

Come  let  us  to  the  (hade  repair. 

And  feal,  our  vows  anew. 


PSALM 
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PSALM  cxxi. 


(By  the  Sam  e.) 


i. 


BEYOND  the  facred  mountain’s  height. 
Which  tow’rs  with  awful  pride ; 
From  whence  the  rays  of  morning  light, 
Down  to  our  regions  glide. 


2. 

From  the  Creator’s  boundlefs  ftore. 

My  wants,  are  all  fupply’d  j 
He  fpake — and  heav’n  obey’d  his  pow’r. 
And  fpread  its  circuit  wide* 


The 


[  ‘87  ] 


3- 

The  earth,  with  various  bleffings  ftor’d. 
Obedient  to  his  call, 

Arofe — and  by  his  pow’rful  word, 
Whirls  round  its  circling  ball. 

4* 

Israel  !  thy  keeper  flumbers  not, 

Nor  can  refrefhment  need  ; 

His  eyes,  furvey  the  happy  fpot, 

*  ^  v'  ^ 

On  which  his  fervants  feed. 

a  5- 

Heav’n’s  glorious  majefty !  ftill  deigns 
His  fervants,  to  defend  ; 

My  watchful  guardian  he  remains, 

A  fure  prote&ing  friend. 

*ti  if  •  ..*  1 

6. 

Surrounded  by  the  king  of  kings ! 

And  guarded  by  his  pow’r. 

Perpetual  peace  and  fafety  fprings, 

And  ev’ry  blifsful  hour. 

7* 

Beneath  his  fweet  refrefhing  fhadc, 

My  weary  foul  Ihall  reft  $ 

Nor  of  the  fcorching  fun  afraid, 

Nor  by  the  moon  diftreft, 

*  •  s 


No 
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8. 

No  evil,  can  deftrudtive  prove 
While  fhelter’d  by  the  Lord ; 

My  foul,  the  objedt  of  his  love. 

His  love,  fhall  Hill  record. 

9- 

My  fteps  well  order’d  by  his  care. 
From  ev’ry  ill,  fecure  ; 

With  fafety  pals  each  gilded  fnare. 
That  wou’d  to  vice  allure. 

io. 

And  when  from  this  bewilder’d  Hate, 
To  happier  realms  I  fly. 

Thy  glorious  name  I’ll  celebrate 
To  all  eternity. 


A  U  R  E~ 
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\  »»  .  ,  ‘  , 

Aurelias  Strephon. 

O  N  T  H  E 


Sudden  Appearance  of  the  Spring, 

(By  the  Sam  e.) 


STREPHON— how  gay  the  changing  fcenes! 

The  fun-beams  gild  the  opening  greens* 

No  chryftal  brook,  in  fetters  bound, 

Nor  hoary  froft,  enchains  the  ground. 

The  feather’d  wantons,  hew  they  fing  ! 

Thofe  tuneful  warblers  of  the  fpring. 

The  primrofe  and  the  violet  too, 

What  fragrant  fmell  !  what  modeft  hue  ! 
Imprifon’d  nature,  now  is  free, 

This  is  the  mufe’s  jubilee. 


No 
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No  noxious  fogs,  diftradl  the  head, 

Nor  fmoaky  vapours,  dullnefs  fpread. 

\ Titan’s  bright  rays,  mull  clear  the  brain. 
And  wing  the  foaring  tuneful  ftrain. 

Hark !  how  the  gentle  zephyrs  play. 

And  o’er  the  verdant  meadows  ftray. 

The  limpid  rivulets,  murmuring  roll, 

To  footh  the  paffions  of  the  foul. 

Thefe  charms,  infpiring,  oh !  what  bread. 
The  pleafing  impulfe,  can  refill  ? 

Come  then — and  natures  voice  obey. 

And  joyn  the  concert  with  your  lay. 


i 


AN 
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A  N 


EPITHALAMIUM, 


INSCRIB’D  TO 


LIONEL  SEAMAN,  Mi  A. 


Archdeacon  of  Taunton  ; 

On  his  late  Marriage  to  Mifs  Wills,  Daughter  to  the 
Lord  Bifhop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 

Felices ,  ter  et  ampiusy  quos 


Irrupt  a  tenet  Copula.  Hqjr* 


HEN  ’erft  your  pile  infpir’d  the  Mufe’s 
quill,  * 


Who  rifqu’d  her  own — to  praife  the  builder’s  fkill : 
Tho*  all  around  was  beautiful,  and  gay. 

And  order  rofe,  where  (hapelefs  chaos  lay  s 

*  Sec  the  Poem  on  the  Vicarage,  Page  14. 


Tho* 
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Tho’  all  within  was  elegant,  and  neat. 

Yet  long  unfurnifh’d  lay  the  lonely  feat 
And  like  fome  beauteous  form,  without  a  foul, 
Something  was  wanting  to  eompleat  the  whole. 
While  in  her  fable  robes,  defponding  gloom, 

Sat  brooding  o’er  each  folitary  room. 

’Till  the  fair  nymph  for  every  charm  admir’d. 
Adorn’d  the  drudure,  and  the  feat  infpir’d  : 

Sprung  from  a  prelate  whole  didinguifh’d  fenfe, 
Shines  in  the  pulpit,  and  adorns  the  bench. 

In  vain  before,  enchanting  mufic’s  drain, 

Wou’d  oft’  the  penfive  moments  entertain  : 

In  vain  fair  pro(peds  open’d  all  around. 

And  infant  fweets  perfum’d  the  fragrant  ground. 
What  tho’  the  meadows  fmile,  the  garden  blooms 
And  polifh’d  fculptures  animate  the  rooms. 

What  tho*  mute  pidures  round  the  walls  were  plac’d. 
And  learned  (helves  the  gilded  volumes  grac’d  5 
The  faired  pidure  in  her  looks  we  find, 

And  the  bed  volumes  copy’d  in  her  mind. 

Thus  when  Almighty  Power  created  man, 
Something  was  wanting  to  eompleat  the  plan : 
Unhappy  man  !  of  paradife  pofled. 

In  Angle  folitude  remain’d  unbled  $ 


\ 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  happy  groves,  and  Eden  was  his  lot, 

He  pin’d,  and  panted,  for  he  knew  not  what ; 

Some  undifcover’d  blifs,  fome  unknown  fair. 

His  cares  to  leffen,  and  his  joys  to  (hare. 

In  vain  around  unfpotted  nature  fmil’d. 

Yet,  wanting  her ,  all  Eden  was  a  wild  : 

’Till  like  fome  Delian  goddefs  from  the  grove. 

Shone  forth  in  all  her  charms  the  queen  of  love. 

’Twas  then  new  beautys  op’d  in  every  flower. 

With  her  more  fragrant  fmelt  each  fragrant  bower. 

What  charming  once  appear’d,  now  charm’d  the 

more, 

And  Eden  was  no  paradife  before. 

* 

Hail  !  bleft  fociety — thy  force  divine. 

Brightens  the  gloom,  and  makes  the  defart  fhine. 

Both  favages  below,  and  faints  above, 

Confefs  thy  genial  power,  Almighty  Love. 

Let  cynic  monks,  or  bearded  hermits  dwell, 

In  fome  lone  cloyfter,  or  fequeftred  cell. 

Mankind  for  nobler  purpofes  were  made. 

Not  born  to  live  in  folitude,  and  fhade. 

Even  howling  beafts  who  in  the  foreft  ft  ray, 

Or  on  the  pathlefs  mountain  roam  for  prey, 

Fir’d  with  a  locial  fympathy  combine. 

Herd  into  clans,  and  feel  thy  force  divine. 

’Tis  this  that  rolls  the  ftarry  orbs  along, 

And  gives  the  birds  their  notes,  the  mufe  her  long : 

N  Be- 
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Before  thy  prefence  clouds  and  tempefts  fly,  * 

And  balmy  zephyrs  whifper  thro*  the  Iky  ; 

The  earth,  prolific,  teems  with  fruits,  and  flowers^ 
And  in  thy  lap  autumnal  plenty  pours : 

Nature  thro*  all  her  works  reveres  thy  fway. 

And  univerfal  worlds  thy  power  obey. 


*  Te,  Dea,  te  fugiunt,  venti,  te  nubila  coeli 
Adventumq  j  tuum  ;  tibi  fuaves  dcedala  tellus, 

Summittit  flores,  {ffc.  Lucrett. 
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(By  Mr.  D*****r) 
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OH  !  happy  you,  whom  Quant ock  overlooks, 

Bled  with  keen,  healthful  air,  and  cryftal 
brooks  ; 

Whilft  wretched  we,  the  baneful  influence  mourn. 
Of  cold  Aquarius,  and  his  weeping  urn  : 

Eternal  mifls  their  dropping  curfe  diftil. 

And  drifly  vapours  all  the  marfhes  fill. 

Here  ev’ry  eye  with  brackifh  rheum  o’erflows, 

And  a  frefh  drop  dill  hangs  at  ev’ry  nofe. 

N  2 


Here 
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\  , 

Here  the  winds  rule  with  uncontefted  right. 

And  wantonly  atpleafure  take  their  flight  -y 
No  fhel’tring  hedge,  no  tree,  or  fpreading  bough 
Gbftrudl  their  courfe,  but  unconfin’d  they  blow; 
With  dewy  wings  they  fweep  the  wat’ry  meads, 

And  proudly  trample  o’er  the  bending  reeds ; 
Expos’d  to  northern  and  to  fouthern  breeze, 

By  one  we  drown,  and  by  the  other  freeze. 

Let  Venice  boaft,  Brent  is  as  fam’d  a  feat, 

For  here  we  live  in  feas,  and  fail  thro*  ev’ry  ftreet. 
Befides,  this  privilege  we  further  gain, 

We’re  not,  like  them,  oblig’d  to  pray  for  rain. 

Sure  this  was  nature’s  gaol,  for  rogues  defign’d. 
Whoever  lives  at  Brent ,  mud  live  confin’d. 

Moated  around,  the  water  is  our  fence  ; 

None  come  to  us,  and  none  can  go  from  hence. 

But  fhou’d  a  fun-fhine  day  invite  abroad,  -j 

To  wade  thro’  mire,  and  wallow  in  the  mud,  C 
Some  envious  rheen  *  will  always  thwart  the  road,  j 
And  then  a  fmall  round  twig  is  all  one’s  hopes. 

We  pafs  not  bridges,  but  we  walk  on  ropes. 

All  dogs  here  take  the  water,  and  you  find 
No  creature,  but  of  an  amphibious  kind. 

Rabbits  with  ducks,  and  geefe  here  fail  with  hens, 
And  all  for  food  mu  ft  paddle  in  the  fens : 

*  Wide  Ditches  of  Water,  which  feparate  the  Fields  or  Moors 
from  each  other,  and  are  called  Rheens. 

Nay 
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Nay,  when  provision  foils,  the  hungry  moafe 
Will  fear  no  pool,  to  reach  a  neighbouring  houfe. 
The  good  old  hen  clucks  boldly  o’er  the  dream. 

And  chicken,  newly  hatch’d,  eflay  to  fwim  ; 

All  have  a  moorifh  fade,  cows,  fheep,  and  fwine, 
Eat  all  like  Frog, — and  favour  of  the  Rhine. 

Bread  is  our  only  fauce,  and  baflev  cake, 

Hard  as  your  cheefe,  and  as  your  trencher  black  ; 

Our  choiced  drink  (and  that’s  the  greated  curfe) 

Is  but  bad  water  made,  by  brewing,  worfe. 

To  him  that  has,  is  always  given  more. 

And  a  frefh  dock  improves  the  riling  dore  : 

Not  only  rain  from  bounteous  heaven  defcends. 

But  us  the  fea  with  after  floods  befriends ; 

For  nature  this  as  a  relief  defigns, 

To  fait  the  Ainking  favour  of  the  Rhines. 

As  when  of  late,  enraged  Neptune  fwore, 

Brent  was  a  part  of  his  own  lawful  diore, 

He  faid, — -and  hurl’d  his  trident  o’er  the  plain. 

And  foon  the  waves  adert  their  antient  reign  $ 

They  fcorn  the  fhore,  and  o’er  the  mar  flies  bound, 
And  mu<i-wall  cots  are  levell’d  with  the  ground ; 
Tho’  the  poor  building  was  fo  very  low, 

That  when  the  houfe  is  fall’n,  you’ll  fcarcely  know. 
Bury’d  we  are  alive — the  fcanty  dome 
Has,  like  the  grave,  but  one  poor  narrow  room. 

But  little  larger  than  a  fix  foot  tomb. 

N  3  Where, 


Where,  as  in  Noah's  Ark,  in  one  dole  ftye, 

Men  with  their  fellow  brutes,  in  equal  honor  lie. 

*  ,  '  S  £ 
*  •’  i  %  f*.  ^ 

No  joyous  birds  here  ftretch  their  tuneful  throats, 
And  pierce  the  yielding  air  with  warbling  notes  : 

But  the  hoarfe  fea-pyes  with  melodious  cry, 

Skim  o’er  the  marfh,  and  tell  that  ftorms  are  nigh. 
The  curft  night-raven,  and  the  hooping  owl, 

Difturb  our  reft,  and  icare  the  guilty  foul. 

Here  gnats  furround  you  with  their  humming 
drone, 

Worfe  than  e’er  plagu’d  the  /Egyptian  tyrants  throne; 
In  vain  the  weary  limbs  expeft  repofe, 

Their  din  invades  your  ears,  and  fting  your  nofe. 

The  fighing  lovers  here  may  tofs  and  turn. 

And  under  double  itch  and  anguifh  burn. 

While  bright  Celinda's  beautys  fire  the  heart, 

Thofe  Infedts  wound  in  ev’ry  other  part : 

While  Roger  unmolefted  with  his  Joan, 

Tir’d  with  their  toils,  ftill  fnore,  and  ftill  fleep  on. 
Their  fun-burnt  fldns,  impenetrable  found, 

In  vain  the  gnat’s  probofcis  ftrives  to  wound  ; 

He  fooner  might  expert  his  fting  to  fhoot 
Thro’  the  tough  fortrefs  of  a  ftrong  jack-boot. 

Serpents  innum’rous  o’er  the  mountains  roam  > 
Man’s  greateft  foe  thought  this  his  fafeft  home ; 


Nor 
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Nor  cou’d  expert  a  hated  place  to  find, 

More  likely  to  be  void  of  human  kind. 

And  yet  if  duft  be  doom’d  the  ferpent’s  meat, 

’Tis  wond’rous  ftrange,  if  here  they  ever  eat : 

Nor  are  the  beafts  of  better  kind,  that  fill 
The  breaks  and  caverns  of  the  neighb’ring  hill. 

But  all  are  delving  moles,  and  prowling  brocks,* 
The  ven’mous  viper,  and  the  crafty  fox. 

Agues  and  Coughs  with  us  as  conftant  reign, 

As  th’  itch  in  Scotland ,  or  the  flux  in  Spain . 
Under  the  bending  Knowles  declining  brow. 
Where  toadftools  only  to  perfection  grow, 

A  cave  there  is,  I  thought  by  nature  made. 

For  want  of  trees  a  necefiary  flhade  -> 

Hither  I  came,  and  void  of  fear,  and  thought, 
Drew  near  the  entrance  of  this  gloomy  grot  $ 

But  ah  !  this  was  the  place,  the  difmal  cell, 

Where  fpitting  colds,  and  fhiv’ring  agues  dwell. 
The  conftant  home  of  that  malicious  fiend. 

That  with  a  third  day’s  vifit  plagues  mankind  -9 
Here  a  fmall  fire  glow’d  in  a  fmoaky  grate. 

And  hov’ring  o’re  the  coals  old  Febris  fate ; 

A  thick  coarfe  mantle  o’er  her  fhoulders  hung, 

She  gnafh’d  her  teeth,  and  fhew’d  a  furred  tongue. 


Greedy 


*  Badgers. 
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Greedy  fhe  drank  of  the  unwholfome  brook, 

But  ftill  the  more  fhe  drank  the  more  fhe  fihook. 
When  me  the  fury  faw,  fhe  fhook  her  head, 

And  anger  to  her  palenefs  gave  a  red  ; 

Here  I  had  been  undone,  had  I  not  brought 
Of  Indian  Cortex  an  inchanted  draught  • 

Thus  arm’d  with  its  fare  force  I  forward  pafs, 

And  with  the  magic  bark,  befmear’d  her  face  ; 
Dreadful  fhe  fhriek’d,  and  with  one  mighty  fhake 
The  hag  down  funk  into  the  neighboring  lake. 

The  unhappy  frogs  perceiv’d  the  fiend  was  come, 
And  all  the  croaking  tribe  bemoan’d  their  home  ; 
The  dreadful,  chilling  cold,  they  fcarce  can  bear, 

And  their  hoarfe  quiv’ring  lips  confefs  an  ague  there* 

Had  mournful  Ovid  been  to  Brent  condemn’d, 
His  Trijlibus  more  movingly  he’d  penn’d. 

Gladly  he  wou’d  have  chang'd  this  miry  lough, 

For  wat’ry  Pont  us ,  or  the  Scythian  fnow. 

The  Goths  were  not  fo  barbarous  a  race. 

As  the  grim  natives  of  this  di final  place. 

Of  reafon  wholly  void,  whom  in  ft  in  61  rules, 

Yet  wfill  be  knaves,  tho’  nature  made  them  fools  > 

A  ftrange  half  human,  and  half  beaftly  brood. 

Of  fpeech  uncouth,  and  in  their  manners  rude. 
When  they  eflay  to  fpeak,  the  mortals  roar. 

As  loud  as  waves  contending  with  the  fhoar. 


Their 
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Their  widen'd  mouth  into  a  circle  grows, 

For  all  their  vowels  are  but  yTiand  Os. 

The  beads  have  the  fame  language,  and  the  cow, 
Seems  like  her  owner's  noify  voice  to  low.  .  *. 

The  lamb  to  bah,  taught  by  its  keeper,  trys, 

And  puppys  learn  to  howl  from  children’s  crys. 

It  never  yet  cou’d  be  exadtly  dated, 

What  time  o’th  year  this  ball  was  fird  created. 

Some  plead  for  fummer,  but  the  wife  bethought  ’em. 
That  th’  earth  like  other  fruit  was  ripe  in  Autumn ; 
While  gayer  wits  the  vernal  bloom  prefer. 

And  think  the  finifh’d  world  did  fird  appear 
Fth’  youthful  glory  of  the  budding  year. 

But  the  black  nole,  and  all  the  marfhes  round 
(A  fort  of  chaos,  and  unfinifh’d  ground,) 

Were  made  in  winter,  one  may  fafely  fwear. 

For  winter  is  the  only  feafon  there. 


Of  four  prime  elements,  mod  things  below, 

By  various  mixtures  were  compos’d  we  know, 

But  here  at  mod  they  are  reduc’d  to  two. 

The  daily  want  of  fire  our  chimneys  mourn. 

Cow  dung  and  turf  may  fmcak,  but  never  burn. 
Water  and  earth  are  all  that  Brent  can  boaft, 

The  air  in  mids,  and  foggy  fleams  is  loft. 

So  thick  our  fogs  are  in  this  moory  fink, 

That  when  we’re  thought  to  breath,  we  rather  drink. 

It’s 
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It’s  faid  the  world  at  laft  in  flames  muft  dye. 
And  thus  interr’d  in  its  own  afhes  lye. 

If  any  part  fliall  then  remain  entire. 

And  be  excepted  from  that  common  fire, 

Sure  ’tis  this  watry  fpot  which  nature  meant 
Shou’d  be  from  all  the  force  of  flames  exempt ; 
The  laft  confumed  morfel  will  be  Brent . 
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V  E  R  S  E  S 
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In  Praise  of  an 

Eminent  Old  Speaker 

Amongft  the  Quakers, 


Remarkable  for  his  Venerable  Beard,  and  Sanctity 

of  Manners. 


IN  thee,  O !  venerable  fage !  we  find 
Simplicity  of  manners,  and  of  mind  : 

With  grave  demeanor,  and  majeftic  grace, 

A  philofophic  beard  adorns  thy  face  ; 

Humble  deportment,  free  from  pride  appears, 
And  calls  for  facred  homage  to  thy  years. 

Like  trees  in  blofiom  fnowy  age  has  fhed 
Its  hoary  honours  o’er  thy  reverend  head. 

Let  the  vain  world  external  pomp  adore, 
And  worfhip  fools  with  tinfel  varnifh’d  o’er  ^ 
In  vain  unthinking  fops  thy  garb  defpife, 

Whole  merit  only  in  the  outiide  lies ; 


In 
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In  vain  deride  the  quaker’s  Ample  drefs, 

What  more  than  nature  wants  is  all  excefs. 

What  more  than  cold  requires,  or  hunger  needs. 
Only  our  folly,  or  our  luxury  feeds. 

Content  with  little,  and  with  virtue  bleft, 

Vain,  and  fuperfluous,  is  all  the  reft. 

Thy  drefs  is  fuch  as  cloath’d  theantient  fage, 

And  patriarchs  wore  in  the  primaeval  age. 

*T was  thus  the  old  philofophers  were  clad, 

E’re  the  vain  world  grew  diffolute  and  mad. 

’Twas  thus  the  Druids  liv’d,  the  Bramins  dreft, 
And  all  the  fapient  Magi  of  the  eaft. 

Thus  Quintus  liv’d,  and  rigid  Cato  fhin’d, 

E’er  vice  prevail’d,  and  polifli’d  Rome  declin’d. 

Who  guided  armys,  and  the  truncheon  bore, 

With  the  fame  hand,  which  held  the  plough  before. 
’Twas  thus  Lycurgus  form’d  the  Spartan  ftate, 

Plain  in  their  manners,  but  in  virtue  great. 

Adorn’d  with  wifdom,  and  with  native fenfe, 
Thy  tongue  difplays  an  artlefs  eloquence. 

When  truths  divine  thy  hallow’d  lips  explain, 
Attentive  crouds  oft’  liften  to  thy  ftrain. 

Which  free  from  loud,  enthufiaftic  cant. 

No  impulfe  feels  of  rhapfody  and  rant. 

Pleas’d  we  behold  exalted  virtue  fhine, 

And  in  thy  dodtrine  trace  the  light  divine. 


[  205  ] 

Immortal  light ! — fpark  of  ccleftial  flamc3 
Angelic  ray  !  that  animates  our  frame  ; 

Whofe  energy  all  nature  round  pervades. 

Shines  in  the  ftars,  and  gilds  the  darkeft  {hades 
That  beam,  by  whofe  propitious  light  we  fail. 
Thro’  dim  mortality’s  beclouded  vale. 

Miftaken  wits  will  oft’  its  influence  flight, 
Burlefque  the  name,  and  mock  the  facred  light ; 
Who  at  religion  laugh,  themfelves  deride. 

This  light  is  only  reafon’s  facred  guide  ; 
Which  bids  us  all  ignoble  joys  defpife. 

And  like  a  lamp  conduits  us  to  the  (kys. 
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Parent’s  Lamentation, 

On  the  Death  of 


An  Only  Promiiing  Child. 


WHERE  art  thou  fled  my  hope,  my  joy. 
What  fhade  conceals  my  lovely  boy  ? 

Juft  as  the  dawn  of  life  began, 

The  circle  of  thy  race  was  ran. 

So  dawns  Aurora  fair,  and  gay, 

*Till  clouds  o’ercaft  the  opening  day. 

Juft  as  thy  cheeks  begun  to  bloom. 

Thy  feet  to  totter  round  the  room  • 

With  infant  founds  thy  tongue  to  prattle. 

Thy  hands  to  play  with  toys,  and  rattle. 

Stern  death~inexorable  death. 

Seal’d  up  thv  eves,  and  ftop’d  thy  breath. 


Nor 
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Nordidft  thou  know,  unthinking  boy  i 
That  life  itfelf  was  but  a  toy, 

A  painted  dream,  a  gilded  bubble, 
Checquer’d  with  forrow,  care,  and  trouble 

Peace  to  thy  (hade,  O!  lovely  child, 
In  death’s  cold  arms  how  fweet  he  fmil’d 
Lodg’d  in  the  filent  tomb  he  lies. 

Eternal  llumbers  feal  his  eyes. 

No  more  to  murmur,  cry,  or  crave, 
Rock’d  in  the  cradle  of  the  grave. 

O !  happy  child — in  early  age. 

To  quit  this  tranfitory  ftage : 

Juft  in  thy  opening  bloom  to  die. 

And  (hoot,  and  ripen  in  the  fky. 

So  tender  flowers  nurs’d  up  with  care. 

In  colder  climes,  and  northern  air, 
Tranfplanted  with  new  beauty  rife, 

And  flourifh  in  indulgent  fkys. 
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A  Thousand  fweet  pleasures  from  nature’s  rich 

treafures, 

Topleafe  me,  does  heaven  impart  ;  , 

And  man  feldom  content,  with  what  nature  has  fent, 
Supplies  me  with  more  by  his  art. 

I  in  gardens  delight,  tho’  I’m  blind  as  the  night. 

By  all  I’m  fed,  fqueez’d,  and  carefs’d  * 

I  decency  love,  and  good  houfe- wives  approve  ; 

But  a  flut,  and  her  works  I  deleft. 

Man  by  luxury  taught,  from  the  Indies  has  brought 
Strange  food,  which  much  pleafes  my  palate  ; 
While  nature  more  wife,  looking  on  with  furprize. 
Would  as  loon  feed  the  ears  with  a  fallad. 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  feet  I’ve  not  one,  ’tis  well  known  I  can  run, 
And  when  in  that  troublefome  mood, 

For  a  fervant  oft’  fend,  who  at  hand  does  attend  ; 

But  when  running,  ne’er  relifh  my  food. 

I’m  fagacious,  and  wife,  beyond  mortal  eyes, 

Foul  matters  I  oft’  bring  to  light  ; 

Without  eye,  without  ear,  to  me  they  are  clear, 
Tho’  by  art  they’re  conceal’d  from  the  fight. 
If  Chloe  fhould  be,  with  the  bottle  too  free, 

Tho’  filent  I  tell  her  difgrace  ; 

And  often  difcover  the  defolate  lover, 

And  expofe  the  too  amorous  lafs. 

a 

Being  learned  fo  deep,  in  the  van  I  (till  keep  -9 
While  all  parties,  each  fex,  and  degree, 

Tho’  often  they  wrangle,  fight,  quarrel,  and  jangle 
Are  united  in  following  me. 

HO  LT. 


The  ANSWER. 
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'AIR  Nymph!  did  you  guefs,  that  a  poetic drels, 
Cou’d  fo  far  embarafs  the  cafe. 

Tho’  the  truth  lay  conceal’d,  it  is  now  all  reveal’d. 
And  as  plain  as  the  Nofe  in  one’s  face. 


O. 


A  N 
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A  N 

EPITHALAMIUM. 


(By  the  Sam  e.) 


AWAKE  my  Mafe,  and  tune  the  lyre, 
Oh  !  warm  me  with  celeftial  fire. 

Attend  my  call,  thou  long- loft  maid. 

For  Love*  and  Hymen  crave  thy  aid. 

See,  fee,  (he  comes  on  purple  wings, 

And  thus  the  fmiling  virgin  fings. 

While  the  gay,  fparkling  glafs  goes  round. 

With  fprightly  wit,  and  pleafure  crown’d. 
Permit  the  Mufe,  with  nuptial  fong, 

To  mingle  in  the  cheerful  throng* 

Here  Hymen's  torch,  gay  Cupid's  light, 

And  hearts,  as  well  as  hands  unite : 

O !  may  the  flame  forever  burn, 

’Till  love  (hall  into  friendihip  turn. 

That  nobleft  pafiion  of  the  mind. 

For  friendlhip’s  flame  is  love  refin’d. 


May 
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May  bounteous  heaven  on  you  beftow. 

The  highed  blifs  it  gives  below. 

May  peace,  and  plenty,  lovely  pair  ! 

Still  make  you  their  peculiar  care. 

Let  every  joy,  by  each  pofifefs'd. 

Be  doubl'd  in  each  others  bread : 

Let  every  care,  and  every  pain, 

(For  cares  the  dream  of  life  will  dain) 

Be  ever  lighter  made,  and  lefs. 

By  fympathizing  tendernefs. 

To  this  refin'd,  and  pure  delight. 

The  joys  of  fenfe  are  low,  and  light. 

May  love,  and  reafon  hand  in  hand. 

To  guard  the  blifsful  manfion  dand  : 

Nor  let  harfh  difcord  enter  there. 

With  pale  repentance  in  the  rear. 

Thus  may  the  blifsful  moments  move. 

Upon  the  downy  wings  of  love. 

On  virtue,  and  on  reafon  grow. 

Firm  bafe  of  happinefs  below. 

And  when  the  glafs  of  time  is  run, 

And  life's  weak  flender  thread  is  fpun. 

May  you  together  feek  the  fkys, 

And  in  celedial  glory  rife. 

HOLT. 

O  2 


THE 


) 


I 
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Mechanic  Inspir’d: 


OR,  THE 


Methodift’s  Welcome  to  Frome. 


A  BALLAD. 


^  It  may  be  proper  to  mention,  that  the  Defign  of  the 
following  Song  is  not  to  lampoon  the  honeft  and  fincere,  but 
only  to  expofe  pretended  Zealots,  and  defigning  Enthufiafts. 
Irony  and  Banter  feem  beft  adapted  to  ridicule  fuch  Vifionarys, 
who  are  declared  Enemies  to  all  Reafon  and  Learning.  Thofe 
who  depart  from  Reafon  become  the  proper  Objects  of  Satyr 
and  Laughter.  Some  will  fay,  that  every  Thing  may  become 
the  Subject  of  Drollery,  Wit,  and  Banter,  but  ’tis  impoffi- 
ble  to  ridicule  the  virtuous,  fincere  Man  :  Therefore  this 
Song  has  no  Relation  to  fuch. 


I. 


YE  vagabond  levites,  who  ramble  about, 

To  gull  with  your  prieft-craft,  an  ignorant  rout. 
Awhile  your  nonfenfical  canting  fufpend, 

And  now  to  my  honefter  ballad  attend. 


\ 


These 
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2. 

These  pretended  reformers  recruiting  are  come* 
For  volunteer  faints  with  canonical  drum  ; 

And  with  impudent  jargon,  and  fpiritual  pother, 
Damn  one  half  of  their  hearers,  and  plunder  the  other, 

3- 

By  Jefuits  deluded,  with  pious  commiffion. 

To  kindle  the  fchifmatic  coals  of  feditionj 
The  dupes  of  fly  Romijh ,  itinerant  liars. 

The  fpawnof  French  prophets,  and  mendicant  friars. 

4  • 

Ye  pious  enthufiafts!  who  riot,  and  rob, 

With  holy  grimace,  and  fandtify’d  fob : 

Ye  faints  in  rebellion — far  worfe  than  the  fword, 
Who  cheat — pray— and  lie — in  the  name  of  the  Lord. 


5* 

Say,  brother  Fanatics — what  led  you  to  Frome , 
Where  weavers  expound,  as  they  fit  at  the  loom$ 
Where  mechanics  infpir’d,  the  gofpel  explain, 

And  weave  at  a  text,  as  well  as  a  Chain . 


6. 

Here  at  your  own  weapons  you’re  fairly  outdone. 

For  teaching,  and  trucking  the  town  has  o’er  run ; 

O  3  With 
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With  Grub-ftreet  devotion  our  ftomachs  are  cram’d. 
While  bigots  pronounce— believe — or  be  damn’d. 

7- 

Here  tinkers,  and  taylors,  deep  doctrines  can 
handle, 

By  the  light  of  the  fpirit — or  light  of  the  candle  ; 
Here  feekers — fots— ranters,  religion  will  trim. 

And  tell  you  that  virtue,  and  vice  is  all  whim. 

8. 

Here  the  knave,  cheat,  and  liar,  by  grace  are 
protedtcd, 

For  the  Lord  fees  no  backfliding  in  his  ele&ed  $ 

O !  comforting  creed  !  to  footh  us  in  evil. 

To  rely  all  on  faith — and  to  deal  with  the  devil. 

^  9- 

Tho*  loaded  with  fins,  yet  the  faints  cannot  fall. 
The  chofen  are  fafe,  and  Christ  mu  ft  bear  all. 

O  !  perfedt  believers — how  bleft  your  condition  ? 
But  wo !  to  the  reprobate  fens  of  perdition. 

IO. 

If  fuch-gifted  brethren  can  gofpel  explain. 

Then  churches  are  needlefs,  and  learning  is  vain. 

Who  compound  with  the  fcripture,  and  truck 

with  religion, 

As  Mahomet  cheated  the  croud  with  his  pidgeon. 

Like 
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11. 

Like  that  prophet  they  fall  into  trances,  and  fits, 
And  frighten  the  populace  out  of  their  wits  ; 

Then  utter  their  dreams,  which  they  call  infpirations. 
By  the  devil  fuggefted  in  thofe  agitations. 

12. 

Thus  from  Caledon  hills,  {trolling  faints,  fecond 
lighted, 

By  call  of  the  fpirit,-— and  hunger  invited, 

With  their  wild-fowl,  flock  fouthward  from  Tweed 

and  from  Tay , 

Like  Calvin  to  curfe — like  Peter  to  pray. 

/3- 

And  after  their  toils  in  the  wildernefs  paft, 

Here  find  out  the  promifed  Canaan  at  laft. 

By  inftind:  infpir’d  with  the  cock,  fnite  and  widgeon, 
In  more  fertile  climate  to  forage  provifion. 

14. 

Bu  T  thefe  winter  birds,  when  thefpring  feafon  fmiles* 
Repair  back  again  to  their  northerly  iiles ; 

But  when  fettled  here,  the  devil  a  Scot , 

E’er  back  to  his  defolate  mountains  will  trot. 

*5- 

To  proceed,  thefe  Reformers  pretend  to  a  call. 

To  convert  the  loft  gentiles,  like  Peter  or  Paul, 

O  4  Rit 
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But  e’er  one  conliderate  convert  you  win, 

Gofpei- miracles  work,  and  we  all  will  come  in. 

16. 

Some  wonders  indeed  you  boaft  of,  by  faying, 
That  your  flock  is  fupported  by  fafting  and  praying  5 
For  their  money  you  teed  them  with  fpiritual  leaven, 
Then  bid  the  fools  gape  after  manna  from  heaven. 


*7* 

But  my  friends,  it  isfurely  mod  whimfical  barter, 
To  ftarve  the  poor  here — for  to  fave  them  hereafter. 
"Till  decoy’d  with  their  hypocrite  tales  and  pretences, 
The  credulous  dupes  lofe  their  Time ,  Wealth  and  Senfes . 

18. 

St  ruck  with  puritanlooks,  and  barefaced  affertion, 
They  flake  all  below,  for  the  fkys  in  reverfion, 

Till  politic  Satan  cuts  off  the  entail, 

And  fends  them  to  Bedlam ,  to  Box  *  or  to  Jail. 

.  ,  „  . t.  ; 

IQ. 

^  How  mod  eft  thefe  innocent  methodift  elves. 

Who  curie  half  mankind,  but  are  righteous  themfelves: 
Thofe  who  plunder  the  poor,  are  furely  accurft, 

And  of  all  rogues —ike fanffiify'd  Rogue  is  the  worft. 


*  A  noted  Mad-Houfe. 


These 
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20. 

These  pious  reformers  but  frighten  the  croud, 
And  pour  forth  extempore  nonfenfe  aloud, 

Then  their  fedt,  with  much  modefty,  methodifts  call, 

When  th’  enthufiafts  obferve  no  Method  at  all. 

* 

21. 

Much  terror  they  preach,  with  boldnefs  aflerted. 
And  fome  are,  for  fear  of  the  devil,  converted  ; 

But  with  all  their  wild  rant,  they  can  teach  us  no  more* 
Than  the  pradtical  dutys,  we  all  knew  before. 

•  ^  v-  •-  4  *  -  •  • 

i  *  *  '  ***  »  ^  f  . 

22. 

Then  begone,  ye  falfe  prophets — go  whine  out 
damnation, 

Experiences,  impulfe,  and  regeneration  ; 

We  want  no  fuch  tutors,  our  duty  to  fhew. 

If  we  copy  in  practice— but  half  what  we  know. 

23. 

In  vain  bigots  prate,  and  zealots  declaim. 

While  Heaven-born  Virtue  fhines  always  the  Tame  ; 
Let  them  damn, — and  debate, — and  divide  while 

they  will, 

True  Religion  refxdes  in  the  the  honefi  Man  ftill 

The 


[  ] 
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the  STORY  of  the 

Barber  and  his  Lanthorn. 

In  Imitation  of  Chevy-Chace. 

I  •  ■  ..  .  /  j  •  .  i  •  ..r  .  J  '  .  .  ,  »  -i  f  .  ",  £  , 


Tho*  the  following  ironical  Ballad  is  too  local,  and  perfo- 
nal  for  the  Public,  I  was  yet  defir’d  to  print  it  to  gratify  the 
Importunity  of  fome  Friends. 


Nt'MM  *,P£\  t/rf/  v»/  vf'  *f  *  '1'  vf/1  vf/ v*/ V*£  '•'vt - v»/  \f>*  vf>  \f -*\?/  \f/ \»/ '9^ 


I. 


Cl  O  D  profper  long  our  peaceful  king, 

JT  And  guard  us  all  from  danger  5 
is  dire  cataftrophe  I  fing 

Which  rais’d  my  hero’s  anger. 

* 

2. 

Achilles"  wrath,  the  bard  infpir’d. 

Three  thoufands  years  ago; 

I  fing  what  rage  the  Barber  fir’d. 

And  ail  its  tragic  woe. 

0* 

To 
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3- 

To  drive  off  care,  with  lighted-horn. 

The  Barber  bent  his  flight  j 
The  child  may  rue  that  is  unborn. 

The  drinking  of  that  night, 

4* 

3Twas  on  a  Fhurfday' s  fatal  day. 

In  dark,  and  ftormy  weather; 

And  under  fome  unlucky  ray. 

The  club  was  met  together. 

5* 

All  men  of  Frome's  delightful  dale, 

All  honeft  hearts,  and  jolly, 

Who  knew  full  well,  with  mug  of  ale 
To  banifh  melancholy. 

6. 

And  now  the  tubes  begun  tofmoak. 

The  circling  glafs  went  round. 

With  many  a  tale,  and  many  a  joke. 

No  flacknefs  there  was  found. 

7- 

Hard  by  upon  a  window’s  fide,  * 

A  lanthorn  peaceful  lay  ; 

*  The  Deftru&ion  of  the  Lanthorn  was  contriv'd  by  the  Club. 


Which 
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Which  many  a  winter’s  ftorm  had  try’d, 
And  feen  thro*  many  a  fray. 

8. 

But  now  the  fatal  hour  drew  nigh. 

For  all  things  have  their  date, 

And  lamps  below,  and  lamps  on  high, 
Muft  allfubmit  to  fate. 

9* 

For  fuddenly,  like  clap  of  thunder, 

The  pendent  lanthorn  fell. 

And  in  a  moment  burft  alunder. 

But  how  no  tongue  can  tell. 

io. 

Thus  the  fam'd  Pharos  of  the  eaft. 
Was  in  a  tempeft  loft. 

Which  long  the  mariners  had  bleft, 

And  lighted  Egypt's  coaft. 

ir. 

U p  rofe  the  gouty  hero  griev’d. 

With  madnefs,  and  with  anger. 

Soon  as  the  valiant  knight  perceiv’d 
His  noble  lamp  in  danger. 


Hast 
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12. 

“  Hast  thou,  he  cry’d,  tranfparent  guide3 
cc  So  many  perils  part, 
lt  So  many  midnight  ills  defy’d. 

To  perifh  here  at  lad;  ? 

»  >  *  '  ■  ■  • 

I3‘ 

u  Oft’  has  thy  aid  preferv’d  my  fhin 
“  From  grating,  and  from  gout, 

4<  For  dill  thy  friendly  light  was  in, 
c<  When  mine  was  often  out. 

14. 

u  Still,  didft  thou  guard  the  dangerous  way, 
“  Befet  with  every  evil, 

€£  And  fprites,  and  bailiffs  drive  away, 
tc  Owls,  mafliffs,  and  the  devil. 

<c  For  thee  I  long  endur’d  the  cramp 
“  With  flannel  on  my  feet  $ 

<c  For  fure  a  more  renowned  lamp, 

<c  Mifchance  did  never  meet. 

16. 

I  need  not  tell,  how  full  of  feorn, 

He  left  his  pipe,  and  pot, 


And 
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And  vow'd  he  wou’d  revenge  his  horn. 
And  Ipoil  their  wieked  plot. 

*7- 

It  wou*d  too  tedious  make  my  tale, 

His  adions  to  recite, 

Hew  Lamb  *  at  his  fierce  looks  wax'd  pale. 
And  He 51  or  fled  with  fright. 

18. 

How  from  the  fire  a  mighty  bar. 

With  both  his  hands  he  took. 

And  like  ftern  Pyrrhus  in  the  war. 

The  flaming  javelin  fhook. 

19. 

How  Mithridate ,  ||  and  many  more 
Sat  trembling  round  the  hall, 

Cleaver ,  •f  who  fcarce  cou'd  fpeak  beforej, 
Now  cou’d  not  fpeak  at  all 


20. 

Stout  Soder  §  too,  was  fore  afraid, 
Old  Buckram  J  fat  in  dumps. 


*  The  Landlord, 
jj  An  Apothecary, 
f  A  Stammering  Butcher. 
$  A  Glazier. 

J  An  old  Taylor. 
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And  Bunnamore  devoutly  pray’d. 

For  mercy  on  his  flumps. 

/ 

21. 

4  Two  woollen  friends*,  who  ferious  fat. 
Lamenting  lofs  of  trade. 

Broke  off  their  manufacturing  chat. 

Of  fudden  ills  afraid. 


22. 

And  now  to  clofe  the  tragic  theme. 
And  wind  up  the  difafler. 
Together  flagger’d  home,  both  lame. 
The  lanthorn,  and  the  mafler. 

23* 

But  in  the  road  agiant-pofl, 

Don  Quixote  durft  attack, 

Which  humbl’d  after  all  his  boafl 
The  hero  on  his  back. 


24. 

Now  heaven  preferve  all  honefl  men. 

And  grant  that  florms  may  ceafe  % 

And  Tonfor  long  enjoy  again 
A  brighter  lamp  in  peace. 

The 


*  Two  Clothiers. 
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N.  B.  The  following  Dissertations,  were 
wrote  by  the  Author  many  Years  ago , 
in  a  "Journal  at  Bath,  call'd  the 

MO  DE  RAT  OR. 

f.  '■  •  •  •  •  -  •  .  ,  V  ,  i  ,. 

t /it /it  /**  /it/ it /it/it /it /it /it  /  fittit /it  ?it 


Number  i  . 

Denique  ft  non  eft  Fatiy  cur  traditur  Or  do, 

CunSiaque  temporibus  certis,  veniura  canuntur  ? 

Manil. 

SIR , 

A  S  you  lately  oblig’d  me  with  a  handfome  Col- 
il  ledtion  of  a  whole  Year’s  Bath  Journals,  I 
now  in  acknowledgment,  fend  you  a  diflertation  on 
the  number  /even,  which  makes  the  conftant  period, 
or  epocha  of  all  weekly  hifiorians* 

Being  inclin’d  to  fuperftition,  and  defcended  from 
a  gloomy  race  of  aftrological  parents,  I  have  often 

pleas’d 
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pleas’d  myfelf  with  refle&ing  on  the  weekly  asra  of 
your  paper,  and  its  regular  appearance,  and  revo¬ 
lution,  once  in  Seven  days. 

This  number  has  always  been  look’d  on  by  thofe 
who  are  fkill’d  in  figurative  philofophy,  and  cab- 
balidic  learning,  as  very  myderious ;  comprehending, 
in  its  occult  womb,  a  great  many  ominous  truths, 
and  profound  fecrets :  Like  feeds,  which  contain  the 
ftamina  of  future  generations,  it  is  big  with  mean¬ 
ing,  and  pregnant  with  mydery ;  which  is  only  vifi- 
ble  to  thofe  who  can  unravel  enigmas,  and  pry  into 

the  divine  fignification  of  numerical  truths. 

> 

Such  a  veneration  have  I  for  this  number,  that 
you  muft  know,  I  belong  to  a  club  confiding  of 
Seven  members,  who  meet  at  Seven  o’clock,  every 
Seventh  day,  and  are  regulated  by  juft  Seven  articles. 

It  is  commonly  known  that  philofophers  affirm 
there  is  a  remarkable  change,  and  gradation  in  the 
human  frame  once  in  Seven  years :  Suppofing  that 
nature  receives  a  eonfiderable  change,  and  renovation 
at  thofe  dated  intervals.  And  ’tis  no  wonder  if  we 
pals  under  almod  a  total  metamorphofis  in  fuch  a 
number  of  years.  Since  by  infenfible  perfpiration 
our  bodys  being  in  a  continual  flux,  the  old  dock 
mud  in  time  all  fly  off,  and  evaporate,  without  a 

p  condant 


eonflant  fuccefllon  of  new  matter  to  fupply  its  place. 
We  find  when,'  thro’  feme  defed:  in  the  organs,  this 
recruit  fails,  people  diflolve  in  confumptions,  and  pine 
in  atrophys,  or  other  diforders.  So  that  after  the 
expiration  of  Tome  fuch  period,  it  is  to  be  queftion’d 
whether  there  is  one  individual  particle  of  the  old 
flock  remaining  about  us.  This  is  the  chief,  natural, 
and  phyfical  reafon,  on  which  the  great  climaderical 
year  is  founded,  which  arifes  from  the  combination 
of  Nine  and  Seven .  This  is  reprefented  as  a  period 
replete  with  ills,  and  big  with  mortality,  and  de- 
firudion  to  the  human  race,  and  a  fort  of  filent 
for  half  mankind. 

Liv.  v><  w  «.v.  'i<*  *  •  •  • 

A  certain  fuperftitious  gentleman  of  our  club 
carried  this  matter  fo  far,  as  to  prognofticate,  that 
if  our  weekly  paper  furviv’d  this  unfortunate  period, 
which  he  call’d  the  climaderic  of  the  journal,  it 
would  flourifh  for  half  a  century,  in  fpite  of  all 
oppofition.  He  told  us,  that  at  certain,  ftated,  and 
planetary  periods,  time  was  in  travel,  and  teem’d  with 
fome  great,  and  portentous  event  ;  fome  fortunate 
day,  or  dark  cataftrophe,  in  the  womb  of  fate.— 
Whether  we  allow  this  or  not,  it  is  certain,  that 
fome  days  fhed  more  fmiling,  and  propitious  beams 
on  fome,  than  others  ;  or,  on  the  contrary,  frown 
with  more  dark,  and  fatal  influence, — The  ides  of 
March  were  alike  fortunate,  and  fatal,  to  Julius 


fepulchre 
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Cafary  who  fuffer’d  for  his  incredulity,  in  defpifing 
the  prediction  of  his  augur,  who  always  bid  him 
beware  of  that  ominous  time.  The  third  of  Septem - 
her  bore  the  fame  afpedt  on  Oliver  Cromwell ;  on 
that  day  he  was  born ;  on  that  day  he  won  the 
three  battles  of  Marfton-Moory  IVorce/ler ,  and  Dun¬ 
bar  -y  and  on  that  day  he  died. 

The  Romans  were  religious  obfervers  of  thefe 
aufpicious  critical  days  -y  and  the  Dies  Fafli  and 
Nefajliy  fill’d  a  large  column  in  the  Roman  kalen- 
dar.— The  poets  too,  have  always  been  great  admirers 
of  the  fcience  of  numbers.  Virgily  when  he  introduces 
the  ferpent  at  Anchifes' s  tomb,  (peaks  myftically  of 
the  number  Seven  in  particular. 

Septem  ingens  gyros ,  feptena  volumina  traxit . 

In  Seven  vajl  gloffy folds  he  glides  around , 

And  with  as  many  mazes  marks  the  ground. 

■  ■  % 

That  expreffion  of  Virgil ' s,  0!  torque,  qua - 
terque  beatiy  has  inclin'd  a  great  many  learned  men 
to  pay  a  particular  regard  to  this  facred  number  Seven , 
the  produdt  of  Three  and  Four.  Alfo  fome  of  Ho¬ 
mer's  heroes  fight  under  Seven-fold  fhields. 

I  could  reckon  up  feveral  other  curiofities  and 
emblems,  which  recommend  this  number  ;  fuch 
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as  the  Seven  great  Luminaries  of  our  Syjlem  ;  the 
Seven  wife  Men  of  Greece  :  The  Seven  Afiatic 
Churches ;  the  Pleiades ;  the  Gates  of  \ Thebes ;  the 
Wonders  of  the  Worlds  &c,  All  which  unite  with 
a  fecret  fympathy  in  the  lame  emphatical  power,  and 
at  the  lame  time  do  honour  to  the  illuftrious  period, 
which  marks  out  the  weekly  chronicle  of  your  paper. 
Not  to  mention,  that  the  Seventh  fon  is  always  a 
perfon  of  diftinguifhed  worth,  and  is  commonly  a 
conjurer,  an  aftrologer,  or  a  quack-dodtor,  by  right 
of.  inheritance.  I  might  add,  that  the  duplicate  of 
Seven ,  as  well  as  its  fquare,  include  two  periods, 
which  caufe  great  revolutions  in  the  human  frame. 

I  have  often  wonder'd  how  our  planetary  poli¬ 
ticians,  fuch  as  the  immortal  Partridge  that  egre¬ 
gious  fortune-teller  William  Lilly ,  or  Francis  Moor , 
phyflcian,  &c.  cou’d  overlook  fuch  an  argument 
as  this,  in  fupport  of  a  feptennial parliament,  founded 
on  the  divine  and  allegorical  meaning  of  Seven . 
The  old  vifionary  gentlemen  at  our  club,  role  up 
at  our  laft  meeting,  and  faid,  it  was  the  belt  reafon 
he  ever  met  with  in  its  vindication,  being  derived 
from  the  planets,  and  confequently,  had  its  fandtion 
from  heaven. 

This  hebdomadal  period  defer Ves  regard  too,  on  a 

religious  account ;  it  being  a  divifion  of  time,  au- 1| 

thoriz’dffl 
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thoriz’d  by  facred  writ,  and  the  Mofaic  account 
of  the  creation. 

Ni  '  ’  .  K  "  t  •*>.•••  ...  ,  r 

*  .  , 

„  '  „  1  ‘  ''  %  •  4  9 

Since  I  am  treating  of  the  typical,  and  hiero- 
glyphical  doitrine  of  numbers,  particularly  the  har¬ 
monic  number  Seven,  I  can’t  avoid  taking  notice 
again  of  two  numbers  more,  which  meafure  this, 
or  are  its  aliquot  parts;  I  mean  four  and  three  ; 
whofe  feparate  virtues  add  to  the  hidden  fenfe,  and 
facility  of  their  product,  Seven .  Four  was  a  very 
hallow’d  figure  amongft  the  old  Rabbi's ,  fince  the 
name  confifled  of  that  happy  combination  in  no  lefs 
than  five  oriental  languages :  And  the  Pythagoreans 
us’d  to  fwear  by  it.  i  have  wonder’d  why  no  pro¬ 
found  politician  has  mentioned  it,  as  an  emblem  of 
the  quadruple  alliance.  I  am  told,  fome  of  the  fathers 
have  trac’d  out  an  allegorical  meaning  in  the  Four 
evangelifts ;  as  well  as  others  in  the  Four  ages,  and 
Four  elements.  The  number  three ,  has  a  peculiar 
emphafis  in  it,  and  contains  an  inexhaufted  fund  of 
miraculous  truths.  The  Tripos  of  old,  the  three  king 
of  Cologne ,  the  three  Graces ,  the  three-headed  mon - 
fter  Geryon ,  &c.  are  all  very  fignificant,  and  emble¬ 
matical.  I  cou’d  mention  many  more,  but  fhall  con¬ 
clude  with  this  antient  adage, 

Numero  Deus  impart  gaudet. 

c  _  P  3 
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\v 


Numb. 


Sua  quemq-y  premit  terror  is  imago  +  Lucan. 

iil  . 

IN  order  to  make  my  readers  regard  me  with  the 

more  veneration,  I  muft  acquaint  them,  that  I 
have  had  feveral  compliments  fent  me  on  account  of 
my  late  difiertation  on  the  number  feven .  By  my 
Ikill  in  the  myfteries  of  that  ominous  figure,  I  begin 
to  be  confulted  as  an  Oracle,  and  Aftrologer  $  and 
have  had  queflions  propofed  to  me  with  regard  to 
divination  of  good  or  bad  fortune,  like  the  old 
Druids  and  Brachmans>  or  the  modern  Cunning- 
men,  Spellers  of  Urine,  or  Fortune-tellers, 

In  order  the  better  to  eftablith  my  reputation  in 
predi&ion,  and  the  occult  fciences,  I  have  lately  been 
ftudying  the  Rojicrujian  dodtrine  of  Gabalis ,  the 
treatife  of  the  world  in  the  moon,  and  the  myfte- 
rious  re  very  s  of  Cornelius  Agrippa ,  Behtnen ,  and  Pa~ 
racelfus.  I  alfo  defign  very  foon  to  publifh  my 
dreams,  with  the  interpretation  of  them,  and  to  fet 
up  for  an  Onecirocritic, 

I  late- 
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I  lately  received  the  following  letter  from  a 
gentlewoman  who  wiites  asnigmas  in  the  Lady’s 
Diary,  and  is  a  ftudent  in  aftrology. 

Mr.  Moderator, 

By  your  late  profound  difiertation  on  the  num¬ 
ber  feveriy  you  feem  to  be  well  vers’d  in  the;  art 
of  divination,  and  to  be  able  to  fpell  deftinys,  and 
calculate  nativitys  ;  which  are  things  I  very  much 
admire,  and  the  more,  as  I  don’t  underftand  them  ; 
tho’  I  often  amufe  myfelf  with  thofe  hidden  myfte- 
rys,  ’till  I’m  loft  in  fpeculation.  Now  I  muft  in¬ 
form  you,  that  as  I  am  a  young  woman  of  no 
defpicable  perfon  or  fortune,  I  have  lately  had  feveral 
addrefles  made  me,  and  have  difcarded  no  lefs  than 
fix  lovers  fuccefiivelv,  and  moft  of  them  on  account 
of  their  being  wholly  ignorant  of  the  Planets,  and  their 
bantering  me  on  my  Ikill  in  horofcopes,  and  fortune-tel¬ 
ling;  for  which  reafon  they  commonly  call  me  the 
Enchantrefs .  But  I  am  refolved,  Mr.  Moderator , 
never  to  marry  a  perfon  ’till  he  can  tell  me  under 
what  planet  he  was  born,  and  what  is  the  fignifica- 
tion  of  moles.  I  have  now  a  feventh  admirer,  and 
I  like  him  the  better  on  account  of  the  veneration  I 
have  for  that  prophetic  number  :  He  alfo  begun  his 
courtfhip  on  one  of  the  fortunate  days  ;  and  won  a 
great  (hare  in  my  affedtion  by  telling  me  that  his 
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great  grandfather  was  fkill’d  in  the  black  art,  and 
was  defcended  from  the  famous  Merlin ,  and  had  fome 
of  fryar  Bacon's,  manufcripts  in  his  poflfeffion.  He 
faid  he  knew  by  the  ftars  that  he  was  deflin’d  for  me, 
before  he  ever  law  me ;  and  told  me  moreover  a 
great  many  fecrets  belonging  to  my  family  ;  and  that 
there  was  a  conjunction  betwixt  our  planetary  houfes. 
He  would  alfo  fain  perfuade  me  into  the  belief  of  pre¬ 
destination,  and  pretended, 

‘ That  if  weak  women  go  ajlray , 

"The  fars  are  more  in  fault  than  they . 

In  fhort,  there  is  fuch  a  magic  in  this  man’s  love,  that 
I  can’t  withftand  it ;  but  before  I  determine,  I  am 
willing  to  have  your  fage  advice,  who  are  fuch  an 
adept  in  thefe  matters.  Pray  let  me  know  my  doom 
foon,  and  you’ll  oblige, 

Tour  conjlant  reader ,  and  admirer , 

ASTR/EA, 

N.  £.  I  have  a  mole  on  my  left  fhoulder. 

f  v  '  .  •  YV" 

'  -  V 

The  unravelling  of  this  lady’s  deftiny  is  fo  very 
intricate,  that  it  can’t  be  explain’d  without  the  know¬ 
ledge  of  palmiflry,  and  depends  on  a  ftridl  anatomi¬ 
cal  examination  of  thofe  mazy  threads,  andexqui- 
fitely  fine  filaments,  which  like  fo  many  ramifications’ 
are  branch’d  over  the  hand  in  a  curious  embroi¬ 
dery.  Thefe  lines  by  their  various  fegments,  crofles^ 
and  interfeClions,  portend  future  events,  and  may 

be 
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be  properly  called  the  threads  of  life,  or  the  jila  of 
the  three  fitter  fates,  who  have  here  interwoven  in  a 
fine  network  the  fortune  of  mortals,  and  the  fate  of 
lovers.  It  contains  a  filent  pidure  or  hiftory  of  fu^ 
turity  ;  and  Philomela' s  tragical  ftory  was  not  more 
certainly  known  to  her  fitter  Prague  y  when  defcrib’d 
in  embroider'd  filk,  than  the  dettinys  of  mankind 
are  plotted  out  here  :  So  that  'till  I  have  examin'd 
this  part,  and  difcovered  what  fecret  conneftion  the 
hand  has  with  the  heart,  the  lady's  deftiny  mutt:  re¬ 
main  in  the  dark.  Perhaps  fome  other  lover  may  lie 
hid  in  one  of  thefe  angles,  or  death  lye  wrapt  up  in 

a  labyrinth  of  nerves. 

There  death  unfeen  conceals  his  frightful face , 

To  clafp  the  lover  in  a  cold  embrace . 

v-  r  .  pi  O-  V  i  5  'y“f  V  O*  • 

The  next  letter  I  had  was  from  my  friend  Harry  * 
who  being  of  a  timorous  fufpicious  temper,  is  always 
apt  to  imagine  dangers,  plots,  and  judgments,  from 
any  thing  new  or  uncommon.  I  find,  fays  he,  by 
your  late  paper  on  the  number  feveny  that  you  are 
grown  either  doting,  diftraded,  or  difaffeded. 
Would  any  one  that  was  compos  mentisy  have  faid  fo 
much  on  fuch  an  infignificant  figure  ?  I  have  therefore 
fent  you  a  pot  of  Hellebore  Ele£lar\\  and  advife  you 
to  purge  and  vomit  every  feventh  day.  Befides,  I 
very  much  fufped  that  there  are  fome  jefuitical  al!u* 
fions,  and  dangerous  innuendos,  couch'd  under  fome 

•  q! 
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of  your  witty  iitnilitudes.  What  elfe  can  be  the 
meaning  of  your  drollery  about  z  feptenmal  parlia¬ 
ment  ?  Your  remark  alfo  on  the  number  four  feems 
to  be  a  plain  lampooning  of  the  Quadruple  Alliance . 
Some  think  you  nodded  or  flurnber’d  very  much 
when  you  wrote  that  hieroglyphical  paper,  and  won¬ 
der’d  that  amongft  all  the  powers,  or  curiofitys  of 
that  number,  you  never  mention’d  the  /even  fleepers, 
to  whom  you  are  fo  nearly  related. 

1  am  Tours , 

HENRY  CAUTION. 

,  ">  V 

But  the  moft  fevere  reprimand  I  had  was  from 
my  old  acquaintance  Mr.  Synod:  This  is  a  gentleman 
who  never  examin’d  his  own  opinions,  and  is  very 
angry  with  thofe  who  do.  You  may  as  foon  call  in 
queftion  his  title  to  his  paternal  eftate,  as  to  his  no¬ 
tions,  for  they  both  came  the  fame  way  :  He  veils 
them  in  JEgyptian  darknefs,  and  defys  all  mankind  to 
approach  the  holy  recefs,  which  is  as  infcrutable  and 
facred  as  a  Sybil's  cave,  the  Pythian  altar,  or  the 
SanEium  SanEiorum .  He  derives  his  tenets  from  in¬ 
fallible  councils,  and  quotes  only  prefcription  for  his 
belief.  As  it  is  commonly  faid  of  fome  perfons,  that 
take  them  out  of  their  cups,  or  of  the  heat  of  li¬ 
quor,  they  are  very  good  fort  of  people  ;  fo  my 
friend  Eufebius  is  a  very  good  man,  take  him  out  of 
his  religion ;  he  is  good-natur’d,  affable,  generous, 

&c. 
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&c.  but  religion  fpoils  the  man  :  Tho’  it  is  far  from 
true  religion,  for  there  is  no  religion  without  charity. 
It  may  with  more  propriety  be  fuel,  that  bigotry  de- 
ftroys  humanity.  It  was  fo  formerly,  which  occa- 
fion’d  the  poet’s  exclamation,— 

'Tantane  animis  ccelefiibus  tree  ? 


-  i  ^  _  '  i.  (;• 

Eusebius  was  very  angry  at  my  indecent  raillery 
about  the  myftical  meaning  of  numbers.  He  tho*t 
it  might  be  look’d  on  as  an  ironical  fatyr  on  the  feventh 
day  5  and  feem’d  to  carry  a  remote  allufion  to  the 
feven  Churches  of  Afta,  and  the  /even  golden  Can- 
dleflicks  $  fo  in  a  great  rage  he  prophecy*d  the  down- 
fal  of  the  Moderator  in  feven  months,  .which  Was 
to  be  the  utmoft  period  of  its  duration.  ^  -v  v 


Numb. 
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Numb.  3. 


*  ••  j  '  v 

•  |Uwyj  ,.f  W»'-v_V.  ,  \ 

CW/V  emm,  rerum  nmitate ,  extrufa  vetufias. 

Lucret. 

fT1  HERE  is  no  paffion  more  predominant  in 
X  human  nature,  than  that  of  novelty.  It  dis¬ 
covers  itfelf  in  all  our  adions,  and  runs  thro5  the 
whole  circle  of  our  beings.  There  is  no  pleafure, 
however  noble,  and  tranlporting,  but  what  brings 
fatiety  along  with  it,  and  carrys  deftrudion  in  its 
arms.  Even  the  beautys  of  nature  which  are  con¬ 
tinually  prefent  before  our  view,  make  but  little,  or 
no  impreffion  on  us,  becaufe  they  conftantly  Surround 
us.  Can  we  imagine  any  thing  more  auguft,  and 
Splendid  than  the  creation  before  us,  and  yet  how 
little  does  it  affed  us.  The  conflant  verdure  of 
the  fields,  the  Smiling  flowers,  and  Stately  trees, 
are  but  little  regarded  by  the  generality  of  man¬ 
kind,  and  the  eternal  lamps  of  heaven,  fhine  in 
Che  azure  vault  in  vain.  Their  continual  appear¬ 
ance,  and  revolution,  makes  the  profped  of  one 
of  the  nobleft  fcenes  of  nature,  dull,  and  languid. 

’Tis 
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*Tis  the  fame  with  refpedt  to  our  other  fenfsL 
tions,  and  the  objedts  which  more  immediately  af* 
fedt  us.  We  form  different  purfuits,  and  hunt 
after  happinefs  in  a  variety  of  fhapes,  while  each 
new  difcovery  gives  a  new  fatisfadlion,  and  this 
lafts  but  ’till  feme  other  image  rifes  to  the  mind* 
and  with  appearance  of  greater  good,  banifhes  the 
former. 

T  H  us  the  dull  road  of  life  is  enliven’d,  and 
diverfify’d  with  a  fucceffive  train  of  objedts,  which 
are  all  in  their  turn  ju filed  out  of  the  way,  Hke 
puppets  on  a  ftage,  or  bubbles  on  the  furface  of 
the  water,  to  make  room  for  new  comers. 

But  this  pleafure,  if  examined  into,  arifes  mord 
from  our  own  imagination,  than  from  any  new 
capacity  in  the  things  we  piirfue,  to  make  us 
happy.  ’Tis  often  nothing  but  novelty,  which  by 
a  fort  of  new  creation,  awakens  a  pleafure  in  one 
ftate  of  life,  which  lay  dormant,  and  lock’d  up 
before  :  Like  the  clouds  and  vapours,  which  fome- 
times  hover  in  the  air,  and  fpread  nothing  but 
gloom,  and  fadnefs  over  the  face  of  nature,  ’till  by 

fome  frefh  change,  and  different  fituation,  the  fame 
vapours  break  forth  in  a  variety  of  beauteous  colours, , 
adorn  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  make  all  gay  and 
delightful. 


Thus 
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Thus  when  we  change  our  pofture  here  below; 
the  metamorphofis  is  not  fo  much  in  the  objects 
whichfurroundus,as  in  ourfelves;  and  in  that  phantom 
of  happinels  which  is  pictur’d  in  our  view.  When 
we  vary  a  profpedt,  we  find  we  are  often  pleas'd 
with  a  worfe  reprefen ration,  than  we  had  before, 
and  only  becaufe  it  never  appear’d  to  us  before.  A 
cottage  will  give  a  prince  a  fatisfadtion  he  was  a 
ftranger  to,  amidft  all  the  grandeur  of  a  court,  and 
the  congratulations  of  a  levee.  The  fcene,  how¬ 
ever  agreeable  mufi  be  fhifted,  or  ’twill  grow  infi- 
pid,  and  cloy,  and  furfeit  on  the  mind.  Like  chil¬ 
dren,  we  muft  have  frefh  toys  and  play- things,  new 
fuits,  and  entertainments,  new  vifits  and  equipage, 
new  fops,  fans,  and  amours  to  amufe  the  toils  of 
life,  and  fcatter  the  gloom  of  bufinefs. 

* ...  *  ,  o-w  {  $  <  £  ■  V  T 

-■*A  •  •'  '  ».  '••*>•••  S  *-■>  ,  -  *  ....  -  T.  ...  -  ’  -v  - 

This  paffion  of  novelty  is  really  an  imperfection 
in  our  nature,  tho’  ’tis  at  the  fame  time  a  neceflary, 
ingredient  in  it.  We  are  in  this  refpedt,  like  the 
mutability  of  the  feafons,  and  the  changeablenefs 
of  the  air  about  us,  which  fometimes  produces  lef-  1 
fer  evils,  but  promotes  the  tranquility  of  the  whole, 
and  maintains  the  agreeable  variety  of  feafons.  Does 
it  not  betrary  weaknefs,  to  be  foon  fated,  and  cloy'd 
with  what  is  really  excellent,  and  beautiful;  and 
therefore  ftill  deferves  an  equal  degree  of  veneration 

and 
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and  efteem  ?  But  this  fixednefs,  and  unvary’d  at¬ 
tention  would  be  inconfiftent  with  our  ftrudure, 
and  foon  throw  us  into  indolence  and  dotage. 


There’s  an  evil  oppofite  to  this  inadive  ftate ; 
which  is,  that  of  caprice  and  too  great  an  affedion 
to  change.  My  precarious  friend  Flotillo  is  a  re¬ 
markable  inftance  of  this  inconftancy.  The  moon 
has  not  more  phafes,  nor  the  faftiions  more  variety, 
than  his  temper.  This  arifes  from  not  forming 
fome  fettled  fcheme,  and  method  of  life,  to  regu¬ 
late  his  adions  by ;  occafion’d  by  a  misfortune  he 
met  with  in  his  youth,  of  having  ioool.  a  year 
left  him  ;  which  obliged  him  to  quit  a  plain,  labori¬ 
ous,  regular  life,  to  gratify  a  thoufand  whims.  This 
fudden  affluence  of  wealth  fet  him  all  afloat.  He 
was  no  more  that  calm,  fedate  perfon  he  once  was, 
but  grew  fanciful,  fickle,  and  foolifh ;  and  feem’d 
almoft  to  have  changed  his  identity  with  his  fortune. 
He  is  ftill  in  purfuit  of  fome  happinefs  in  view, 
which  ftill  eludes  him,  and  triumphs  over  him  ; 
fo  that  he  is  himfelf  more  a  captive,  than  that 
imaginary  pleafure  he  endeavours  to  conquer.  Flo- 
tillo  in  the  compafs  of  one  hour,  is  at  court,  on 
the.,  water,  walks  in  the  fpring-gardens,  and  enjoys 
foljtude.  in  the  midft  of  the  exchange.  But  what 
ftiali^he  da  when  this  is  expired,  and  he  muft  fuffer 

theiortute-ofUwo  hours  more  before  the  aflembly 
,  begins  ? 
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begins  ?  Flotiilo  makes  twenty  aflignations  in  an 
afternoon,  and  vifits  every  body  bat  himfelf. 

To  return  to  the  fubjed,  that  I  may  not  be 
accufed  of  that  roving  which  is  here  characteriz'd. 

Our  minds  are  fo  framed,  that  they  can  no  more 
bear  the  fame  repetition  of  things,  and  uniform 
profped,  than  our  organs  can  always  endure  the 
fame  impreffions,  and  the  eye,  or  the  palate  be  en¬ 
tertained  with  one  view,  or  gout.  As  change  and 
variety  is  the  fupport  of  external  nature,  fo  ’tis  the 
great  fpring  of  the  human  machine,  and  diffufes  life, 
and  fpirit  thro*  all  the  theatres  of  bufinefs  and  plea- 
fure.  Without  this  Proteus  of  our  being,  our 
brighteft  faculties  would  foon  lanquifh,  and  our  relith 
of  things  grow  flat  and  low.  Mufic  itfelf  would 
lofe  its  harmony,  and  beauty  its  charms;  and  the 
pleafure,  like  an  echo.,  dwindle  away  the  longer 
it  lafted. 

’T is  with  regard  to  this  paffion  that  the  prefent 
weekly  paper  expeds  to  fubfift  a  while,  and  feed 
on  the  novelty  of  mankind.  All  that  can  be  ex- 
peded  is  a  tranfitory  being,  any  more  would  be  very 
maraculous  amidfl:  the  famine  and  mortality,  there 
has  been  among  the  periodical  writers  of  this  fort. 

The 
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The  fpe&ators  have  out-fhined  all  other  perfor¬ 
mances,  and  with  a  fuperiority  of  wit,  humour,  and 
politenefs,  caft  a  (hade  on  each  contemporary  pro¬ 
duction.  Some  philofophers  have  obferv’d,  that 
when  a  conftitution  is  arrived  at  a  certain  pitch  of 
health,  and  vigour,  ’tis  a  token  of  approaching  change 
and  diffolution.  Perhaps  there  is  more  to  be  faid  for 
this  opinion  with  regard  to  the  mind  than  the  body. 
Thofe  diurnal  papers  feem,  in  fome  meafure,  to  have 
attain’d  to  this  achme,  and  perfection  of  writing, 
there  having  been  a  vifible  Declenfion  ever  fince. 
But  mankind  mud  not  be  left  without  any  writings 
and  obfervations  on  their  actions,  becaufe  they  can’t 
always  have  the  bed.  Even  thofe  modern  eflays, 
feem  already  to  have  an  air  of  antiquity  in  them,  and 
want  a  recommendation  ’tis  impoffible  for  them  to 
have,  and  which  will  make  a  paper,  much  inferior 
to  them,  more  ufeful  to  a  prefent  reader,  which  is 
the  defign  of  the  Moderator . 
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Numb.  4. 


Et  Jlatua  meditatur  prcelia  lufia . 

Juven.  Sat.  7. 

HAVING  promis’d  to  give  my  readers  a  dif- 
fertation  on  the  Statuary  Arty  I  (hall  now 
endeavour  to  fay  fomething  on  fo  noble  a  fubjedl, 
tho*  far  unequal  to  the  talk.  The  art  itfelf  is  in¬ 
deed  loft,  compar’d  to  the  height,  and  excellence 
it  attain’d  to  amongft  the  antients.  But  tho’  we 
can’t  have  a  Praxiteles ,  or  a  Phidias  to  execute, 
we  may  ftill  retain  fome  ideas  of  their  perfor¬ 
mance}  and  amufe  ourfelves  with  the  fpeculative 
theory  of  what  is  loft  in  practice. 

’Tis  certain,  that  wherever  this  divine  Statuary 
Arty  with  its  aflociate  painting,  have  been  culti¬ 
vated  in  any  tolerable  perfection,  the  other  arts 
and  fciences  have  flourilh’d  with  them,  and  been  of 
a  contemporary  growth.  Like  the  fruit  of  the 
orange-tree,  which,  if  thoroughly  ripen’d  in  all  its 
rich  colour,  fragrance,  and  flavour,  is  a  certain 
fign  that  all  other  fruits,  in  the  fame  climate,  will 
excel  in  their  feveral  kinds,  as  they  partake  of  the 
fame  warmth  and  benignity  of  air.  And  indeed 

it 
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it  is  fcarce  poffible,  it  fbou’d  be  otherwife.  Since 
a  love  of  painting,  fculpture,  &c.  muft  naturally 
beget  a  love  to  other  parts  of  polite  learning.  A 
good  ftatuary  muft  be  infpir’d  with  ideas  of  great- 
nefs,  majefty,  beauty  and  proportion,  and  in  fhort, 
with  all  thofe  noble,  divine  paflions,  which  he 
wou’d  trace  out,  or  exprefs  on  the  ftone,  or  marble. 
He  muft  be  poflefs’d  with  that  natural  tafte,  and 
elegant  fubiimity,  whatever  it  be,  which  he 
endeavours  to  copy*  and  convey  an  idea  of  to  the 
fpedtator.  And  what  are  thefe  but  the  fprings  of 
philofophy,  and  the  parents  of  literature.  Mathe¬ 
matics,  painting,  oratory  and  phyfics,  owe  their 
being,  and  fupport,  to  thefe  divine  fountains  in  the 
foul.  And  on  the  contrary,  when  thefe  arts  flourifh 
in  the  world,  an  efteem  and  veneration  for  fculpture, 
will  grow  up  with  them,  and  increafe  in  proportion. 
Since  the  fame  caufes  will  produce  the  fame  effedis, 
and  all  fcience  is  connected,  and  flows  in  one  con¬ 
tinu’d  ftream,  tho’  the  relation  is  greater  between 
fome  parts  than  others.  As  in  Epic  Poetry ,  which 
is  a  fort  of  diffufivc  painting,  or  defcriptive  engrav¬ 
ing,  including  a  groupe  of  figures,  in  different  dreflcs, 
paflions,  and  attitudes,  and  one  of  confpicuous  vir¬ 
tue  and  eminence,  out-fhining  all  the  reft.  And  ’ti$ 
no  great  matter  by  what  medium  it  is  convey’d; 
whether  the  imprefllon  be  made  on  marble,  canvafs, 
or  paper.  The  pen,  the  chifel  and  the  pencil, 
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may  all  confpire  to  delineate  the  fame  grace,  and 
exhibit  one  fublime  image,  or  great  charadter.  Poetry 
in  refpedt  to  carving,  feems  to  be  what  feeing  is,  if 
compar’d  with  the  fenfation  of  feeling.  Vifion  being 
reprefented  as  a  fort  of  fine  delicate  touch,  or  fubtle 
expanfion  of  the  optic  nerves,  by  a  communication 
of  rays  on  the  retina.  And  poetry,  is  in  one  fenfe  an 
help  to  feeling,  as  well  as  our  other  fenfations,  by 
imprinting  thofe  ideas  on  the  imagination,  which 
can’t  be  convey’d  organically  :  Though  on  other  ac¬ 
counts  it  has  vaftly  the  advantage,  to  mention  only 
the  beauties  of  fidtion  and  allegory,  and  a  more  un¬ 
confin’d,  extenfive  defcription,  and  imagery  of  nature, 

A  statue  may  be  confider’d  as  a  fix’d, immovea¬ 
ble  beauty,  which  commands  attention,  and  colledts 
our  fcatter’d  thoughts  into  one  point  of  view,  cen¬ 
tering  them  in  a  fine  compendium,  and  graceful 
form,  to  raife  love  and  admiration*  Confider’d  as 
fuch,  ftatues  wou’d  be  of  vaft  ufe  to  fill  the 
mind  with  great  and  noble  fentiments  $  and  ani¬ 
mate  the  beholder,  who  fancies  himfelf,  in  the  pre- 
fence  of  feme  hero,  or  in  company  with  thofe  vir¬ 
tues,  which  he  fees  defcribed.  For  this  reafon,  were 
they  eredted  more  commonly  in  all  public  places,  I 
am  apt  to  think,  they  would  be  of  more  fervice  to 
virtue,  than  fome  of  thofe  living,  fpeaking  ftatues, 

as 
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as  they  have  been  too  juftly  call’d,  who  harangue  in  a 
rojirum .  Thefe  ftatues,  or  fenfible  emblems  of  virtues 
and  vices,  (as  they  anciently  were)  wou’d  contain  a 
more  emphatical  divinity,  than  their  lifelefs  difcourfes. 

I  have  thought  the  ftatue  of  JEfculapius i  or  Anton . 
Mufa ,  that  advocate  for  bathing,,  wou’d  be  a  very 
good  decoration  in  the  pump-houfe,  and  the  Romans 
feem?d  fenfible  of  the  advantages  of  fuch  figures,  by 
their  frequent  ufe  of  them  in  their  Forums,  'Circus’s, 
Senacula ,  and  all  public  places. 

*  v  . 

.  ;  i  \  i  .  ' 

Thus,  they  reprefented  Concord  by  the  ftatue  of 
a  woman,  with  a  fcepter,  and  a  horn  of  plenty, 
from  which  fruit  feem’d  to  fprout  forth.  Truth  was 
exhibited  in  garments  white  as  fnow,  with  a  ferene, 
pleafant,  and  modeft  air.  Peace  held  forth  ears  of 
corn  in  her  hand,  and  was  crown’d  with  olives  or 
rofes.  Such  fymbols  as  thefe,  work  very  lively  on 
the  imagination  $  for  we  are  more  aftedted  by  a  fenfi- 
ble  objedt,  or  effigies,  than  by  the  moil  beautiful 
defcription  in  language.  Thefe  ftatues  of  deities,  of 
an  inferior  rank,  were  prodigioufly  numerous  at 
Rome :  From  hence  came  their  DU  Indigites ,  Ad- 
fcriptitii ,  and  all  the  tutelar  orders,  which  were 
pidtures  of  heroes,  and  demi-gods,  or  naked,  ab- 
ftradt  virtues,  and  vices.  They  were  fo  over-ftock’d 
with  thefe  charadteriflic  ftatues,  that  they  fent  their 
gods  abroad  into  colonies,  as  well  as  their  Men,  Vir- 
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gil  fpcaks  but  coldly  of  this  ftatuary  art,  in  thofe  im¬ 
mortal  lines ;  but  *tis  in  companion  of  the  nobler 
arts  of  government. 

E xcudent  alii  fpirantia  mollius  aera% 

Credo  equidem :  •vivos  ducent  de  marmore  vultus : 

Tu  regere  imperio  populos ,  Romane  memento 

Hce  tibi  erunt  artes  pacifque  imponere  morem . 

Which  I  (hall  venture  to  tranflate  thus  : 

Others  to  breathing  brafs  may  beauty  give. 

Or  teach  the  animated  rocks  to  live : 

Do  thou!  O  !  Roman,  give  the  world  thy  laws, 

And  by  commanding  peace ,  command  applaufe . 

The  word  mollius  here,  is  very  expreffive  and 
fine,  as  Sir  Henry  Wotton  obferves  :  ’Tis  what 
the  Italians  call  Morbidezza ,  a  fort  of  tendernefs 
and  foftneis.  For  ’tis  the  excellency  of  fculpture,  to 
give  a  delicacy,  and  foftnefs  to  the  limbs,  as  if  a 
Pencil  had  drawn  them :  As  on  the  contrary,  *tis 
the  perfection  of  painting,  to  imitate  the  chifel,  and 
contrive  a  roundnefs,  and  eminence  tb  appear  on  a 
flat  by  the  difpofition  of  fhadows.  So  that  painting 
has  been  call’d  an  artificial  miracle,  and  therefore  is 
preferable  to  engraving,  and  will  be  treated  of  in 
feme  other  paper. 


Numb. 
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Numb.  5. 


On  DISCONTENT. 


Quid  tarn  follicitis  vitam  concumimus  amis, 
Torquemunq ;  metu ,  coecaq ;  cupidine  rerum, 
JEternifq 5  fenes  curis  5  qucerimus  cevum 

Perdimus  ;  #  votorum  fine  beati, 

Vi 51  ur os  agimus  fiemper ,  vivimus  unquam . 

Manil. 


OUR  bodys,  in  ail  their  exquifite  ftrudure, 
and  wonderful  organization,  bear  a  refem- 
blance,  tho’  very  faint  and  imperfed,  to  the  accu¬ 
rate  contrivance  of  fomc  curious  machines.  We  are 
wound  up,  and  fet  a-going  very  regularly  like  clocks, 
or  watches.  Like  them,  we  have  our  fprings,  and 
movements,  our  wheels,  and  pulfationsj  and  our 
motion,  like  theirs,  is  very  much  regulated  by  the 
fun.  Thefe  machines,  as  well  as  the  human  frame, 
are  often  fubjed  to  obftrudions,  decays  and  breaches, 
’till,  by  degrees,  the  courfe  Hackens,  and  the  wheels 
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of  nature  go  down.  Something  of  this  mechanical 
philofophy  may  be  applicable  to  the  foul,  as  well  as 
the  body.  Tho*  I  don’t  imagine,  with  lome,  that 
we  are  mere  automata  ;  yet  fo  much  is  evident : 
That  the  foul,  has  her  clogs,  and  difeafes  too,  and 
fympathizes  with  her  companion  in  its  ills,  and  cala- 
jnitys,  as  well  as  in  its  health,  vigour,  and  beauty. 

Amongst  the  infiripitys,  and  diftempers  of  the 
mind,  it  is  certain  that  difcontent,  chagrin,  and  an 
envious  difpofition,  are  of  the  mod  malignant  na¬ 
ture.  Envy  may  properly  enough  be  call’d  the  Tabes 
of  the  foul,  or  a  fort  of  mental  canker,  which  preys 
on  it,  like  Prometheus  s  vulture  feeding  on  an  im¬ 
mortal  liver. 

- - —  Rojlroq ;  immanis  Vultur  aduncot 

Immortale  jecur  t undens ,  foecandaque  poenis 
Vifcera ,  rimatur  epulis ,  habitatque  fub  alto 
PeSiore :  nec  jibris  requies  ulta  datur  renatis. 

* 

Deep  in  his  breajl  the  hungry  vulture  gnaws  > 

And  rends  the  JproutingjleJh  with  direful  claws  $ 
The food  fill  pregjiant  with  immortal  Pains 
Springs  frefh for  future feafts,  with  bleeding  veins . 

This  anxiety,  and  difcontent  which  hangs  lower¬ 
ing  like  a  cloud  over  the  foul,  makes  every  thing 

look 
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look  dark  and  difconfolate.  It  carts  a  (hade  over  all 
the  enjoyments  of  life,  and  fpreads  gloom,  and  de¬ 
flation,  o’er  the  face  of  nature.  Like  a  malignant 
fort  of  blight,  it  turns  the  moft  beautiful  fcenes  into 
ruin,  and  deformity,  and  gives  them  a  malevolent 
afpedt.  As  the  vain  experiments  of  the  Alchymijis 
aim  at  converting  bafer  metals  into  gold,  fo  this  on 
the  contrary,  fucceeds  in  transforming  good  into 
evil,  and  light  into  darknefs.  Such  a  contradi&ion, 
or  I  may  call  it,  antiphrajis  of  temper,  may  be  re- 
fembled  to  a  fort  of  infernal  magic,  which  conjures 
up  evil  fpirits,  and  darknefs  in  the  face  of  day,  and 
deforms  it  with  ugly  phantoms,  and  melancholy 
(hades.  Or  to  a  difeafed  palate,  which  gives  a  four 
or  infipid  relifti  to  the  moft  agreeable  food.  Were 
fuch  ill- turn’d  minds  pofteft  with  power,  they  wou’d, 
like  Circe,  metamorphofe  the  creation,  and  tranf- 
form  men  into  brutes. 

*«  *  m, 

...  •  .  r  •  V  *,  *  -  •  I  ■  »  . 

4  .  ,  *  *  j  \  •  /  /  /  .  ■  »  i  *  ’  ‘  * 

Nothing  can  be  more  fatal  to  mankind,  or 
more  odious  in  itfelf,  than  fuch  a  peevifh,  repining, 
and  contracted  frame.  As  ’tis  entirely  oppofite  to 
love,  joy,  and  benevolence,  the  fprings  of  virtue, 
and  all  focial  happinefs,  fo  it  is  as  oppofite  in  its  ef¬ 
fects.  ’Tis  a  folitary  fury,  which  haunts  the  breafts, 
and  aims  at  the  ruin,  and  deftrudtion  of  mankind, 
if  purfued,  in  all  its  confequences. 


As 
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As  it  partly  flows  from  a  narrow,  gloomy,  in¬ 
volv’d  difpofition,  one  remedy  for  this  intellectual 
diforder  wou’d  be,  to  let  our  thoughts  range,  and 
expatiate  beyond  the  fcanty  limits,  and  circles,  which 
we  are  here  circumfcrib’d  in  •,  and  take  a  profpeCt, 
not  only  of  this  lefler  microcofm,  but  of  the  im« 
menfe  wonders  of  creation.  To  foar  in  the  track- 


lefs  regions  of  fpace,  to  view  the  amazing  furniture 
of  the  ftarry  vault,  or  rather  that  border  of  funs, 
which  are  but  the  outlines  of  others,  that  lie  behind 
the  fcreen,  and  blaze  on  in  remoter  ftages,  and  unfeen 
heavens.  Such  a  contemplation  as  this,  wou’d  tend 
to  remove  that  little  narrownefs  of  foul,  which  arifes 
from  a  contracted  view,  and  a  felfilh  confinement. 


By  enlarging  our  profpeCt,  our  minds  wou’d  infenfi- 
bly  be  enlarg’d  too. 


Another  cure  for  this  diforder  of  the  mind, 
wou’d  be  to  indulge  to  the  innocent  amufements  of 
life,  and  to  cultivate  the  gayeft,  and  moft  pleafu- 
rkble  ideas.  Some  perfons  are  fo  rigidly,  and  ftoi- 
cally  grave,  and  abftraCted,  that  they  think  it  almoft 
criminal  to  divert  themfelves  at  common  exercifes  and 

•«..  .  t  H  Vi  •  £  i.  v  xJ  -  i  4»*. 

recreations.  My  friend  Penferofo  is  a  Arid:  obferver 
of  this  philofophical  feverity  of  manners.  He  thinks 
*tis  beneath  the  dignity  of  human  nature  to  con- 
defcend  to  vulgar  diverfions.  He  is  very  folemn  and 

regular 
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regular  in  all  his  adtions,  keeps  a  fort  of  fabbath  in 
his  looks,  and  a  precife  decorum  in  every  mufcle. 
His  arms  are  always  in  one  fituation,  and  obferve 
an  exadl  mathematical  decorum  ;  fo  that  a  game 
at  tennis,  or  bowls,  wou'd  infallibly  put  every  limb 
out  of  joint.  In  fhort,  Penferofo  has  a  religious 
gloom  hanging  over  him  5  and  this,  together  with  a 
natural  gravity,  and  phlegmatic  lentor  of  blood, 
makes  him  fee  things  through  a  falfe  medium,  and 
clogs  his  animal,  as  well  as  his  rational  facultys. 
A  little  more  affability,  and  exercife,  wou’d  mend 
his  conftitution,  as  well  as  his  religion,  and  make 
him  more  benign,  and  humane,  as  well  as  fnore 
vigorous  and  adtive.  Whatever  takes  off  this  Hug- 
gifhnefs  of  habit,  and  torpid,  faturnine  difpofition  of 
mind,  wou’d  be  very  ferviceable  in  removing  thefe 
evils.  We  cannot  but  obferve  here  the  good  effedts 
of  mirthful  company,  and  a  generous  glafs  in  fuch 
cafes.  We  find  how  it  exhilarates  the  fpirits,  warms 
the  dull,  inadlive  mafs,  and  difpofes  a  perfon  to  be 
free,  kind,  affable  and  generous.  I  wou’d  not  re¬ 
commend  too  great  a  gayety,  or  levity  of  behaviour, 
this  wou’d  be  to  degenerate  into  extravagance, 
vanity,  and  licencioufnefs.  What  is  here  meant,  is 
only  applicable  to  that  gloomy,  unfociable  difpofition, 
which  is  often  entirely  diffipated  by  recreating  follys, 
and  innocent  amufements.  Agreeable  to  the  obfer- 
vation  of  the  old  Lord  Skajtjbury . — That  every 
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wife  Man ,  muft  let  the  Fool  govern  fome  times,  or  the 
Philofopher  wou'd  grow  fallen ,  morofe,  and peevifh. 
*Tis  certainly  much  better  to  be  merry,  than  fad,  and 
better  to  indulge  in  the  former  extreme  ofthe  two,  than 
the  latter.  A  facetious  buffoon,  or  a  harlequin  is 
a  much  better  charadter  than  that  of  a  dark,  mif- 
chievous  favage,  or  a  morofe,  difcontented  Cynic . 
*Tis  better,  and  wifer,  to  divert  ourfelves,  than  to 
moap  in  dull  chagrin  -,  and  to  laugh  at  the  follys  of 
mankind,  with  Democritus ,  than  to  weep  with  the 
Ephefian  Philofopher . 

.  ( A  .  4  »  '  .  ;  i  . 

Those  confiderlife  in  the  beft  light,  who  regard 
it  only  as  a  fort  of  thorough-fare,  or  ftormy  pafiage 
to  a  nobler  region,  and  a  happier  exiftence.  So  that 
the  more  chearful  we  are  on  the  road,  within  the 
bounds  of  moderation,  the  more  we  enjoy  this  toy 
of  life,  and  are  the  better  prepar’d  for  the  theatre 
hereafter,  after  exercifing  our  parts  well  in  the  pa- 
laefra  here. 

I  fhall  conclude  with  tranflating  the  motto  above : 

Why  will  vain  men  their  toilfome  life  confume , 

In  anxious  fears ,  and  in  defponding  gloom  : 

We  doat  on  vanity s  grow  old  in  pain , 

And  feek  a  requiem ,  which  we  can't  obtain ; 
Purfue  a  phantom ,  which  eludes  us  fill. 

And  in  the  empty  chace ,  find  real  ill . 

Numb. 
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Numb.  6. 

On  RETIREMENT. 

r  •%  *  ’ 

Puree  vivas  a  quee  fylvaque  jugerum 
Paucorum.  &c.  Hor  ace, 

IT  is  a  very  juft  obfervation  of  the  great  Lord 
Bacon ,  that  he  who  loves  folitude,  muft  be  either 
of  a  divine,  or  a  brutifh  nature.  His  expreffion  is, 
cut  Deus,  aut  fera  ejl :  Either  a  God,  or  a  wild 
beaft.  He  means  that  a  perfon  muft  have  fome  ao 
complifhments,  more  than  common,  and  a  vaft  fund 
of  merit,  and  felf-iufficiency,  who  cou’d  long  fup- 
port  the  abfence  of  company,  and  live  a  reclufe  mo- 
naftic  life.  He  muft  have  a  good  ftock  of  mental 
provifion  to  feed  upon,  in  fuch  an  inhofpitable  ftate. 
And  like  a  traveller,  if  he  does  not  carry  this  viaticum 
along  with  him,  he  cannot  be  fupply’d  with  it  in  the 
defart,  or  the  wildernefs.  On  the  other  hand,  with¬ 
out  fuch  a  qualification  for  retirement,  he  muft  be  a 

fort 
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fort  of  Scythian  favage,  or  monfter,  to  fly  his  own 
fpecies,  and  live  in  woods,  or  wilds.  I  fuppofe  moil 
people  will  acquiefce  in  the  latter  claufe  of  his  lord- 
fhip’s  dilemma,  and  rank  the  lover  of  folitude 
amongft  the  favage  fort,  and  think  the  hermit  has 
more  of  the  brute  in  him,  than  of  the  angel.  But 
the  bulk  of  mankind  are  very  improper  judges  here, 
being  immerft  in  bufinefs,  and  having  no  notion  of 
retirement,  and  foliloquy.  It  wou’d  be  death,  and 
banifhment  to  them,  to  leave  their  clubs,  their  cir¬ 
cular  vifits,  bufinefs,  and  afiemblys,  and  the  gay 
amufements,  and  parade  of  life.  Lucinda  can  en¬ 
dure  all  the  noife,  hurry,  and  fmell  of  the  city, 
without  any  emotion  ;  but  when  fhe  vifits  her  old 
aunt  in  the  country,  her  organs  contract  fuch  a  deli¬ 
cacy,  that  the  fmell  of  flowers,  and  rural  air,  quite 
diforder  her.  There  is  an  aged  elm  in  the  court, 
whofe  wide  fpreading  limbs,  and  venerable  fhade, 
never  fail  to  throw  her  into  an  hyfteric  fit ;  and  fhe 
is  as  much  terrify’d  at  the  fight  of  it,  as  children  are  at 
bug- bears,  and  the  dark.  But  this  fhews  a  monftrous 
effeminacy,  and  corruption  of  tafte  *  or  what  i§  worfe 
a  mind  fwallow’d  up  in  indolence,  and  falfe  pleafure, 
that  cannot  employ  itfelf,  without  a  conflant  fuc- 
ceffion  of  vifits,  afiemblys,  plays  and  gaming.  One 
wou’d  imagine,  thefe  modern  people  of  pleafure,  as 
they  are  improperly  call’d,  thought  themfelves  born 
for  nothing  but  to  dine,  todrefs,  to  dance,  or  drink. 

We 


C  ?55  ] 


We  find  that  in  all  ages,  the  contemplative  philo - 
fophers,  the  inquifitive  virtuofi,  and  the  whole 
chorus  of  poets,  have  been  admirers  of  folitude,  and 
invited  the  Mufes  into  the  filent  walks,  and  fhady  re- 
caffes  of  nature.  It  was  there,  they  felt  the  divinity 
jvithin  them,  and  were  poffefs’d  with  the  true  enthu- 
fiafm,  and  infpiration  of  rural  life.  It  was  here, 
they  enjoy’d  the  Secretion  iter ,  et  fallentis  femita 
via.  Scipio ,  after  he  had  made  Rome  miftrefs  of  al- 
moft  the  whole  world,  retir’d  to  his  Lintermm 
at  laft. 

From  the  veneration  which  the  poets  always  paid 
to  a  rural  life,  flow’d  thofe  imaginary  colonys  of 
beings,  they  have  flock'd  the  woods  and  plains  with. 
The  Dryads ,  Hamadryadsy  Fauns ,  Nymphs ,  and  all 
the  other  deities  of  the  forefts,  and  fubjeds  of 
Almighty  Pan. 

The  old  philofophers  and  fages  too,  had  their 
venerable  (hades,  and  divine  apartments  in  the  Sylvan 
groves.  They  ftudied  nature  where  (lie  (hin’d 
brighteft,  and  mod  uncorrupted :  Purfuing  her  as 
Apollo  did  Daphne ,  'till  (he  transform’d  herfelf  into 
a  tree.  The  academics  had  their  private  walks,  the 
epicureans  their  gardens. 


Inter 
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Inter  fylvas  academi  queer  ere  verum . 

i 

It  is  commonly  obje&ed  that  people  grow  dull^ 
and  melancholy,  in  a  ftate  of  retirement.  But  as 
Cowley  fays,  a  very  fmall  portion  of  any  ingenious 
art,  will  flop  up  all  thofe  gaps  in  our  time ;  mufic, 
or  painting,  defigning,  chymiftry,  hiftory  or  garden¬ 
ing,  or  twenty  other  things,  will  afford  both  inno¬ 
cent,  and  ufeful  entertainment.  This  fhews  of  what 
prodigious  advantage  it  is  to  cultivate  thefe  arts  in  our 
youth,  inftead  of  learning  the  dead  languages,  or  at 
leaft  both  ought  to  be  inculcated  together.  For  want 
of  fuch  agreeable,  and  ufeful  amufements  many  a 
country  gentleman  has  recourfe  to  a  pack  of  cards* 
or  a  pack  of  hounds,  to  kill  time,  as  they  call  it,  as 
well  as  game  ;  or  what  is  worfe  wants  the  relief  of 
the  bottle,  and  other  fpirits,  to  recruit  his  own,  and 
drown  his  cares,  and  conftitution  together# 


Numb. 
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Numb.  7. 


R 


HERE  are  few  people  fo  very  grave,  and 


J[  referv’d  in  their  tempers,  who  are  not  more 
pleas’d,  and  influenc’d  by  good  wit,  and  polite  rail¬ 
lery,  than  by  dry  argument,  and  the  more  folemn 
method  of  reafoning,  and  regular  deduction.  ’Tis 
true,  the  ridicule  muft  be  juft,  and  well  founded,  and 
then  ’tis  no  more  than  reafoning  ftripit  of  its  formality, 
and  drefs’d  up  in  an  agreeable  light.  For  where  truth 
is  wanting  to  fupport  wit,  it  lofes  all  its  force  on  a 
man  of  fenfe,  and  dwindles  into  a  phantom,  or  at 
leaft  a  glittering  romance :  And  the  more  it  feems  to 
fhine,  and  fparkle  with  borrow’d  rays,  the  lefs  im« 
preflion  it  makes,  and  vanifhes  the  fooner.  ’Tis  but 
an  Ignis-Fatuus ,  a  falfe  light,  which  only  leads  fools 
out  of  the  way,  and  the  more  it  blazes,  the  fooner 
waftes  itfelf.  Human  nature  has  a  great  deal  of 
mercury,  pleafantry,  and  farce  in  its  compofition ; 
and  life  wou’d  foon  cloy  us,  and  grow  dull,  and  infi- 
pid,  without  this  enlivening  mixture  to  animate  it : 
For  this  reafon  the  ancients,  thofe  admirable  critics 


R 
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of  mankind,  and  true  judges  of  good  tafte,  and  human 
life,  exprefs’d  this  part  of  our  charadter,  by  the 
word  Sal,  or  Salt ;  meaning  by  this,  that  mirth, 
and  wit,  gave  a  relifh  to  knowledge,  and  conver- 
fation,  quicken’d  our  attention,  and  rais’d  our  tafte. 
In  our  fearch  after  truth,  the  imagination  muft  be  en¬ 
tertain’d  as  well  as  the  underftanding :  Or  we  fhall 
make  but  a  flow  progrefs,  and  foon  tire :  Like  tra¬ 
vellers,  who  by  driving  ftill  forward,  and  drudging 
on,  without  flaying  to  take  neceflary  refreshments 
on  the  road,  very  often  arrive  laft  at  the  journey’s 
end.  Perhaps  Juvenal's  fatires,  3Lfop' s  fables,  and 
fome  of  the  old  Comedies,  have  done  more  fervice  to 
virtue,  and  the  curing  men  of  the  little  follies,  and 
errors  of  life,  than  fome  of  the  graver  moralifts,  and 
formal  philofophers.  Erafmus  and  fome  other  fa¬ 
cetious  writers,  have  more  expos’d  popery  by  the 
drels  they  have  put  it  in,  and  made,  it  may  be, 
more  converts  than  Chillingworth ,  Bently,  T’illot- 
fin ,  or  Howel. 

Indeed  this  fpirit  of  irony  and  banter  may  be 
employ’d  to  very  ill  purpofes  $  and  is  a  very  dangerous 
inftrument  in  the  pofleffion  of  fome  perfons.  ’Tis 
like  a  ufeful  medicine,  which  tho’  known  to  every 
empiric,  and  pretender,  is  only  fafe  in  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  the  wife  and  prudent ;  and  will,  for  that  rea- 
fon,  forever  remain  a  fecret  in  their  breads.  Some¬ 
thing 
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thing  comical,  and  merry,  may  be  faid  upon  almoft 
every  fubjedt;  but  every  thing,  which  raifes  laughter^ 
and  looks  odd  at  the  nrft  appearance,  and  glance  of 
ludicrous  ideas  in  the  fancy,  is  not  prefently  to  be 
call'd  wit.  A  perfon,  who  appears  in  an  odd  fantafti- 
cal  drefs,  may  excite  our  mirth  and  diverfion  for  a 
moment,  but  all  that  ceafes,  when  the  fame  perfon 
is  found,  upon  examination,  to  have  nothing  ridicu¬ 
lous  in  him,  but  his  garb.  Falfe  wit,  like  gay,  live¬ 
ly  colours,  and  rich  drapery  in  painting,  throws  a 
fplendid  glare  over  objedts,  and  gilds  the  furface  of 
things,  to  dazzle  the  eye  of  a  carelefs  beholder.  But 
’twill  not  ftand  the  teft  of  a  good  judge,  who  ftrips 
it  of  all  its  daub,  and  fucus,  and  views  it  in  its 
native  drefs. 

Th  us  have  we  feen  the  northern  fir  earners  rife , 
Wave  o'er  our  head ,  and  gild  the  darkfome  Jkies  : 

So  bright  the  lambent  lightnings  round  us  play , 

The  warbling  birds  mi  [lake  the  doubtful  day  : 

But  if  the  flronger  morning-light  draws  near , 
Stript  of  their  robes ,  the  meteors  dij appear^ 

O'er  the  wide  heavens  the  fun  ajferts  his  right , 
And  lejfer  glories  vanifh  from  the  fight. 

A  Person  of  a  gay  ludicrous  genius  can  give  a 
turn  of  fancy  to  any  thing.  Thus,  when  a  Cynic 
philofopher  beg’d  a  dram  of  filver  ot  king  Anti- 
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gonus ;  this,  fays  he,  is  no  gift  for  a  king.  Why 
then  give  me  a  talent,  or  greater  fum,  fays  the  phi- 
lofopher  ;  and  that  faid  the  king  is  no  gift  for  a 
Cynic.  For  thofe  philofophers  profefs’d  poverty,  and 
delpifed  riches.  Plato  refus’d  a  rich,  perfum’d  robe, 
which  Dionyjius  offer’d  him  ;  faying,  He  was  a  man, 
and  wou’d  not  drefs  himfelf  like  a  woman.  But  A- 
rijlippus  accepted  of  that  robe,  faying,  that  the  out  ¬ 
ward  drefs  cou’d  not  corrupt  a  chafte  mind.  Thus  # 
things  may  be  reprefented  in  different  lights,  and  im- 
pofe  on  unwary  perfons.  I  might  inftance  again 
in  my  paper  on  the  No.  7,  to  (hew  the  force  of 
fancy,  and  how  eafy  it  is  to  give  a  wrong  turn  to 
things,  by  the  various  conjedtures  that  have  been 
made  concerning  that  eflaye 


k&i£ 

# 


Numb. 


[  259  ] 


Numb.  8. 

IT  is  certain,  that  happinefs  ought  to  be  the 
defire  of  all  reafonable  creatures  ;  therefore 
any  principles,  whether  religious  or  political,  which 
are  deftru&ive  of  happinefs,  muft  be  for  that  reafon, 
falfe,  and  unnatural.  The  men  of  pleafure,  and 
libertinifm,  commonly  fly  to  this  paflionate,  confti- 
tutional  defire  after  happinefs,  as  a  refuge,  and  fcreen 
to  their  vices,  in  oppofition  to  religion,  which  they 
imagine  is  as  great  an  enemy  to  the  former,  as  it  is 
to  the  latter.  But  whatever  fafhions  religion  has 
been  drefs’d  up  in,  by  different  parties,  and  in  va¬ 
rious  countries,  it  has,  in  all  ages,  been  much  the 
fame  as  to  its  original  beauty  and  purity  :  Like  the 
furface  of  the  earth,  which  ftill  retains  its  native 
fertility  and  verdure,  notwithftanding  the  various 
changes  and  transformations  it  has  fucceflively  under¬ 
gone.  The  great  principles  and  fundamentals  of 
religion  remain  unfullied,  and  ftill  diredt  us  to  hap¬ 
pinefs,  and  aim  at  the  good  of  mankind. 

*  3 
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So  that  thofe  gay  gentlemen  are  much  miftaken, 
who  take  their  idea  and  draught  of  virtue  and  reli¬ 
gion  from  this  or  that  particular  drefs,  which  it  wears : 
For  here  is  no  rule  nor  ftandard,  but  mere  caprice 
and  novelty.  We  mull  go  to  fome  higher  pattern* 
and  leek  a  more  divine  original  ;  and  we  (hall  fee 
that  true  religion  is  not  all  gloom  and  melancholy, 
and  docs  not  break  off  our  purfuit  after  happinefs, 
but  is  as  a  ftar,  or  convoy  to  diredt  us  to  it.  If  a 
painter  was  to  draw  a  complete  form  of  beauty,  he 
ought  not  to  imitate  any  one  particular  objedt  or 
pattern,  he  muft  go  deeper,  and  derive  the  divine 
lineaments  from  his  own  idea  of  beauty.  ’Tis  the 
fame  in  the  idea,  or  pidture,  we  form  of  morality 
and  virtue  :  We  muft  feek  that  unchangeable  beauty, 
and  true  excellency  which  it  always  had,  and,  which 
like  Phydiafs  form  at  Athens *  is  immortal. 

The  belief  of  the  being  of  God,  the  reality  of  a 
future  ftate,  the  natural  lovelinefs  of  virtue,  the  guilt, 
and  remorfe  which  attend  vice  and  fatire,  have  been  in 
all  ages  the  fame  ;  and  thefe  leading  principles,  evi¬ 
dently  tend  to  promote  the  happinefs  of  mankind, 
and  the  perfedtion  of  human  nature.  ’Tis  certain 
that  the  wife  and  virtuous  have  the  great eft  fhare  of 
true  happinefs  even  in  this  ftate  :  But  he,  who  con¬ 
fines  his  views  only  to  this  prefent  exiftence,  muft 
have  a  very  mean  opinion  of  the  creation,  as  well  as 

of 
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of  its  author.  Every  thing  here  is  in  a  flux  and  ro¬ 
tation  about  us,  and  every  enjoyment  is  precarious. 
Our  blood,  after  fo  many  revolutions  muft  ftagnate  ; 
and  whether  the  celeftial  bodies,  after  fuch  a  num¬ 
ber  of  circulations,  have  not  their  period,  and  fixa¬ 
tion  too,  is  uncertain. 

Now  to  imagine  that  all  our  faculties,  which  are 
fo  capable  of  nobler  improvements,  and  more  per¬ 
fect  felicity,  and  fo  ambitious  after  it,  are  extinct 
at  death,  is  a  very  difconfolate  thought,  and  makes 
human  nature  look  very  contemptible,  and  life  in, 
many  refpects,  hardly  defirable  $  to  fay  nothing  of 
the  other  arguments  which  are  ufually  brought  for  a 
future  ftate.  Why  were  we  thus  form’d,  to  be  de¬ 
luded  at  laft  ;  to  be  the  fport  of  fortune  here,  to 
have  only  a  tafte  of  exiftence,  to  grafp  at  fhadows, 
which  elude  us,  and  to  be  made  great,  in  order 
be  made  nothing  at  laft  ? 

These  reflections  were  occafioned  by  the  death  of 
a  young  gentleman  of  Briftol  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
and  well  known  in  this  place,  to  whofe  memory 
the  following  lines  are  facred* 


[  262  ] 


On  the  Death  of 

Mr.  S-— —  B--—-,  of  BriJloL 

AS  blooms  a  flower  beneath  the  morning  fkies, 
Smiles  all  the  day,  and  in  the  evening  dies  $ 
Thus  fell  the  youth,  a  victim  to  the  tomb, 

Stript  of  his  charms,  and  wither’d  in  his  bloom  j 
His  laft  immortal  ftage  appears  in  fight. 

And  e'er  his  noon  arrives,  he  fets  in  night. 

He  left  this  flattering  comedy  below, 

This  chequer’d  theatre  of  blifs  and  woe  ; 

Where  men  of  pleafure  have  a  tranfient  reign, 

And  others  live  but  to  grow  old  in  pain ; 

Where  good  and  ill  by  turns  our  minds  amufe. 

And  fhift  fo  faft,  we  know  not  how  to  chufe. 

Florello’s  fled  !*— lament  him  all  ye  youth, 

And  mourn  in  him  loft  innocence,  and  truth. 

Ye  dear  companions,  and  ye  happy  few, 

Who,  when  he  liv’d,  his  fhining  virtues  knew, 
Leave  your  infipid  mirth,  for  you  have  loft, 

All  that  good»nature,  or  a  friend  cou’d  boaft. 

View  your  old  comrade  in  the  pangs  of  death, 

With  languid  looks,  and  agonizing  breath  ; 

See  his  nerves  tremble,  and  his  lips  turn  pale, 

His  blood  congeal,  and  every  organ  fail : 


His 
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His  farewel  tears,  his  fwimming  eye-balls  view, 

And  think  how  oft'  thofe  eyes  have  fmird  on  you  ; 
How  foon  the  treach’rous  day  may  ceafe  to  (bine, 
How  foon  the  morning  fun  in  (hades  decline! 

Then  boaft  the  glories  of  the  human  (late, 

Is  it  a  pleafure  to  be  bury’d  great  ? 

Tho’  life  looks  fplendid,  fate  is  ever  blind, 

And  in  thy  train  death  waits  unfeen  behind } 

Perhaps  now  hovers  round  thy  gilded  dome. 

Or  with  thy  laft  fad  tapers  lights  thee  home  ^ 

With  meagre  looks  haunts  thy  voluptuous  feats, 

Or  at  thy  board  with  funeral  napkins  waits. 

See  one  not  idle  in  thy  female  train, 

Penfive  her  air,  and  in  her  vefture  plain  : 

See  by  thy  fide  pale  Clot  ho  beck’ning  (lands 
And  fpins  thy  fate,  the  difiaff  in  her  hands. 

Florello  mourn,  ye  trees  with  all  your  (hade, 
Ye  gardens  which  he  lov’d,  your  glories  fade  y 
Ye  flowers  in  dews  clofe  up  your  dying  charms, 
Once  wont  to  clofe  them  in  his  youthful  arms. 

Droop  ye  tall  lirnes,  ye  poplars  hang  your  head. 

For  oh  !  Florello  from  your  walks  is  fled  ! 
Florello’s  fled  !  but  only  fled  to  rife 
More  gay,  more  bright,  more  beauteous  in  the  fkies , 
Where  love  and  virtue  (hine  without  a  (lain, 

And  fadelefs  youth,  and  joys  unfully’d  reign. 


On 
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On  the  Common  Practice  of 


CASTING  WATER; 

O  R, 


PREDICTION  by  URINE. 


Qualiacunque  voles  (Urina )  fomnia  vendunt . 

Juven. 

AMONG  ST  the  many  various  methods  which 
are  made  ufe  of  to  impofe  on  the  credu¬ 
lity  of  mankind,  there  is  none  more  common,  and 
yet  fo  little  regarded,  as  what  is  vulgarly  call’d.  Cart¬ 
ing  of  Water ;  or,  the  difcovery  of  difeafes,  and  their 
cure,  by  the  bare  infpedion  of  the  urine.  This 
being  a  cheat  often  practis’d,  efpecially  in  thefe  parts, 
it  may  not  be  amifs,  to  dete£t  the  impofture,  by 
fhewing  that  it  has  little  or  no  foundation,  either  in 
reafon,  in  fatrt,  or  in  the  animal  ceconomy. 

Witch- 
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Witchcraft,  and  aftrology ,  palmijlry ,  and 
divination ,  have  been  pretty  much  exploded  in  this 
age  of  enquiry  and  liberty.  Thele  bug-bears,  which 
ficken  at  the  light,  are  now  hanilh’d  to  the  regions 
of  Lapland ,  or  only  keep  up  a  dying  reputation  in 
obfcure  country  villages,  or  in  Moor's,  or  Partridge's 
almanacks.  They  lie  mould’ring  on  old  {helves, 
and  dufty  cupboards,  amongft  the  tales  of  For  tuna* 
tits ,  and  Robin  Hood ,  or  the  prophecies  of  Moll ,  or 
Merlin .  Even  apparitions  are  fled,  or  only  fkulk 
in  gloomy  church -yards,  or  haunt  the  halls  of  unin¬ 
habited  houfes.  Yet  I  know  not  by  what  fate,  or 
fafcination,  this  myftery  of  phyfic,  ftill  keeps  up  its 
credit  in  many  places,  and  impofes  on  feme,  who 
don’t  appear  to  want  underftanding  in  other  things. 
When  cheats  are  harmlefs,  it  matters  not  much,  if 
the  vulgar  enjoy  the  innocent  delufion,  and  play  with 
phantoms  of  their  own  railing.  But  here  people’s 
health  and  lives,  often  fuffer  by  the  fraud,  and  the 
inchantment,  like  Circe' s,  becomes  dangerous,  under 
the  plaufible  pretence  of  augury  and  prognoftication 
by  urine. 

It  is  very  abfurd  to  imagine  that  the  urine  alone, 
like  fome  magic  glafs,  (hou’d  reprefent  at  one  view, 
all  the  diforders  of  the  fick.  This  being  but  one 
evacuation,  amongft  many  others  which  ought  to 
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be  brought  into  the  account,  in  order  to  colled!  the 
true  indications,  or  iymptoms  of  the  difeafe.  A 
judge  might  as  well  pafs  fentence,  or  depend  on  one 
witnefs  only,  when  there  are  feveral  other  more  ma¬ 
terial  evidences  to  be  examin'd.  Befides,  it  is  often 
contrary  to  fad!  ;  The  urine  in  many  cafes,  not  being 
at  all  afte&ed,  or  vitiated,  as  in  fome  malignant  fe¬ 
vers,  comatofe  diforders,  &c>  I  need  not  mention 
that  the  urine  is  often  of  the  fame  colour  and  con¬ 
fidence,  in  different  and  oppofite  cafes,  It  appears 
the  fame  in  an  hyderic  fit,  as  in  the  chlorofis,  in  fome 
cholics,  as  in  the  dropfy,  the  diabetes,  the  done, 
or  gravel,  &c.  So  that  our  prophet  by  urine,  mud 
be  a  Cornelius  Agrippa%  or  like  Par  ace  If  us }  confult 
his  familiar,  to  didinguifh  the  one  from  the  other. 
It  is  certain  that  all  phyficians  infpedt  the  urine  of  the 
lick,  in  acute  cafes  at  lead,  but  then  they  obferve  it 
from  day  to  day  ;  and  as  that  alters,  vary  the  me¬ 
thod  accordingly  ;  but  thefe  oraculous  guides  make 
provifion  for  all  future  contingencies  at  once.  They 
calculate  in  one  hour  for  every  thing  which  is  to  be¬ 
fall  the  patient,  in  the  whole  courfe  of  the  difeafe. 
The  remedys  they  recommend  makes  it  dill  more 
ridiculous,  they  being  commonly  the  fame,  let  the 
diforder  be  what  it  will.  So  that  they  are  to  operate 
in  fome  miraculous  manner,  and  are  to  fuit,  and  adapt 
themfelves  to  all  the  exigencys  of  the  cafe,  and  all 
the  varietys  of  oppofite  habits,  and  conditions, 
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One  wou'd  think  they  were  entrufted  with  forne 
fecret  commiflion,  to  bind,  or  purge,  to  relax,  or- 
aftringe,  to  be  fudorific  one  day,  and  diuretic  the  next, 
and  yet  but  one,  and  the  fame  form,  and  remedy  ftill. 
Which  is  certainly  true  Hocus-Pocus ,  or  Legerdemain. 
And  that  is  eternally  the  cafe  with  all  panaceas,  fpeci- 
fics,  or  pretended  infallible  remedys,  and  noftrums 
whatever.  The  nonfenfe  and  abfurdity  of  fuch  empi¬ 
rical  preparations  holds  equally  good,  tho’  they  may 
be  recommended  by  the  authority  of  patents,  and  be 
countenanc'd  by  the  fanftion  of  great  names.  Thefe 
infallible  receipts  are  very  near  akin  to  the  conjurer’s 
paper,  which  is  fuddenly  converted  into  the  form  of 
a  church,  or  a  candleftic,  is  now  a  lanthorn,  then  a 
looking-glafs,  a  fan^  or  a  fardingal,  and  yet  one  and 
the  fame  paper  If  ill* 

It  is  plain  from  hence  that  nothing  is  more  wild, 
and  uncertain,  than  predictions,  or  judgment  by 
urine.  Yet  fuch  is  the  credulity  of  mankind,  that 
the  cheat  ftill  obtains  credit,  and  is  propagated  in  moll 
counties  of  England .  It  is  very  common  in  thefe 
parts,  to  fee  a  country-fellow  riding  poft-hafte,  with 
a  bottle  of  water  in  his  pocket  as  full  of  difeaics,  as 
he  himfelf  is  empty.  He  ventures  not  to  open  this 
pandoran  veftel,  'till  he  comes  into  the  doCtor  s  pre¬ 
fence,  who  can  exorcife  the  infe&ed  phial,  and  be 

a  counter-fpell  to  all  the  evils  it  contains.  Being  ar¬ 
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riv’d  at  the  feat,  or  cell  of  this  prophetical  Druid , 
who  like  the  Sybil  at  Cuma ,  or  the  prieft  at  Delphos , 
fits  in  ftate,  to  pafs  fentence  at  all  events,  the  guilty 
bottle  is  produced,  which  like  fome  book  of  fate,  is 
to  exhibit  every  thing  relating  to  the  fick  perfon,  paft, 
prefent,  or  to  come.  After  fome  cabbaliftic  mutter¬ 
ing,  and  very  often  fome  private  interrogations,  the 
oracle  pafles  fentence  on  the  innocent  urine,  which 
is  often  convidted  of  more  difeafes,  than  the  whole 
parifh  ever  knew.  But  there  is  often  a  great  deal  of 
artifice  made  ufe  of  in  defcribing  the  diforders.  The 
dodtor  craftily  amufes  them  with  general,  ioofe  de¬ 
finitions,  which  will  fuit  almoft  any  cafe.  Moft  of 
the  defcriptions  begin  in  this  manner. — < The  party 
has  a  fpleen  wind ,  or  a  rambling  fever ,  &c.  But 
this  is  a  wild,  rambling  account,  and  only  deludes 
the  enquirer.  The  vulgar  afcribing  almoft  all  dif¬ 
orders  to  a  wind  in  the  blood.  Tho’  as  Whacum 
lifted  Raiphoy  before  Hudibras  confulted  the  conjurer, 
fo  they  often  pump  the  unwary  meflenger  by  fome 
fpys  employ’d  on  purpofe.  It  is  very  comical  to  ob- 
ferve  the  fimplicity  of  thefe  believers  in  urine  $  which 
certainly  fhews  that  they  think  the  dodtor  deals  with 
the  devil,  and  is  converfant  in  necromancy,  and  the 
black  art.  For  not  fatisfy’d  with  enquiring  into  the 
patient’s  diforders,  they  muft  alfo  be  inform’d  how 
old  the  party  is,  whether  male,  or  female,  fingle,  or 
marry’d,  &c.  Not  only  fo,  but  they  very  often  lug 
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in  other  enquiries  about  ftolen  goods,  or  ftray’d  cattle 
that  they  may  profit  what  they  can  by  the  company 
of  the  omnifcient  fortune-teller. 

Indeed  ’tis  no  wonder  that  the  common  people 
are  deluded  by  the  vain  promifes,  and  fpecious  arti¬ 
fices  of  fuch  illiterate  pretenders,  when  even  fove- 
reign  princes,  and  wife  parliaments,  have  been 
often  bubbled  out  of  their  money,  and  underftand- 
ing,  by  the  pompous  affurances  of  quacks,  and  em¬ 
pirics.  King  Charles  II.  and  feverai  German  em¬ 
perors  were  frequently  deceiv’d  by  the  mighty  boafts 
of  chymical  philofophers.  We  find,  as  I  mention’d 
before,  that  divine  arcana,  and  infallible  remedys, 
have  from  time  to  time  darted  up  in  all  ages,  and  in 
all  countries.  But  whatever  pretences  they  may  have 
to  preferve  people’s  health,  and  lives,  it  is  certain 
they  can’t  preferve  their  own  credit  and  reputation 
long.  What  a  multitude  of  thefe  never-failing  an¬ 
tidotes,  and  golden  fpecifics,  was  the  world  amus’d 
with  in  the  times  of  Paracelfus ,  Sir  Kenelm  Digby , 
and  the  great  philofopher  Sir  Robert  Boyle  ?  But  what 
is  become  of  all  thefe  celebrated  panaceas  ?  Even  the 
very  names  of  mod  of  them  are  now  forgotten, 
and  fhu filed  off  the  dage  ;  to  be  fucceeded  by  others, 
and  to  give  way  to  new  comers.  But  we  find  the 
plealing  delufion  is  dill  propagated,  and  other  phan¬ 
toms  of  a  different  drefs  and  name,  play’d  off  upon 
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us  with  the  fame  lucceis,  and  the  fame  gaping,  and 
credulous  attendance.  The  {hops,  as  well  as  the 
papers,  are  {till  crouded  with  the  fame  farrago,  and 
fplendid  rhetoric  of  angelic  pills,  divine  drops,  ce~ 
leftial  water,  and  miraculous  powders.  The  fcene 
is  only  fhifted  now,  and  mankind  is  much  the  fame 
in  all  ages.  People  are  led  afide  by  every  thing 
which  looks  marvellous  and  myllerious.  Thi^will 
always  be  the  cafe  when  reafon,  and  folid  judgement 
are  neglefted.  When  common  fenfe  departs,  then 
prodigy,  and  credulity,  charms,  and  incantations  will, 
like  fo  many  fpedxes,  ftart  up  in  its  room,  and  fuc- 
ceed  the  clofe  of  day- light.  If  people  depart  from 
reafon,  the  next  ftep  either  in  phyfio,  or  divinity,  is 
madnefs,  and  methodifm,  fuperftition  and  Infpira- 
tion  ;  for  there  is  no  medium  where  reafon  and  phi- 
lofophy  end,  there,  bigotry,  and  ignorance  begin. 

But  this  is  by  way  of  digreffion,  tho*  not  very 
remote  from  the  fubjeft.  As  I  begun  with  one  fa- 
tyrift,  I  fhall  now  conclude  with  another. 

To  him  with  queftions ,  and  with  urine. 

They  for  difcovery  flock,— or  curing . 

Hudib. 


TO 


To  a  LADY 


MADAM , 

IH  A  D  the  favour  of  yours,  and  am  much  ob¬ 
liged  to  you  for  your  Epithalamium,  which  I 
think  is  very  pretty  and  polite.  If  your  congratula¬ 
tory  fong  had  came  foon  enough,  I  find  it  wou’d 
have  been  abfolutely  in  vain  for  us  to  have  aim'd  at 
a  private  marriage.  Since  you  have  aflembled  fo 
many  little  loves,  and  graces,  and  fo  many  melo¬ 
dious  birds  round  about  us  to  celebrate  our  nuptials, 
that  it  wou’d  have  been  utterly  impofiible  to  have 
conceal’d  it  long.  Thofe  little,  fluttering,  imperti¬ 
nent  Cupids  whom  you  have  fummon’d  from  the 
groves,  the  grottos,  and  the  Ikys,  to  dance  and  fing 
at  our  wedding,  are  fome  of  the  moft  babbling, 
goffiping  creatures  in  the  world.  You  might  as 
well  communicate  a  fecret  to  a  circle  of  ladys  at  a 
tea-table,  or  a  piece  of  news  from  Germany ,  to  a 
hungry  politician  at  a  coffee-houfe,  as  to  any  of  thofe 
aerial  inhabitants.  You  may  imagine  it  was  for  this 
reafon,  that  I  did  not  make  you  a  party  acquainted 
with  fo  folemn  a  thing  as  the  day  of  marriage.  For 
as  I  knew  you  kept  up  a  correfpondence  with  thefe  in- 
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vifible  emiflarys  of  the  air,  rural  fauns,  and  fairys, 
dryads,  and  other  deitys  of  the  forefts,  whom  you 
retain’d  in  your  fervice,  I  might  eafily  imagine  you 
wou’d  foon  divulge  fuch  a  fecret  amongft  them,  who 
are  noted  for  infidelity  and  loquacity.  Befides,  they 
have  a  much  eafier  way  of  propagating  reports  than 
we  mortals.  For  as  they  live  in  feparate  colonys  in 
the  air,  and  lower  regions,  they  can  by  the  affiftance 
of  their  ambaffadors,  the  zephyrs,  convey  all  man¬ 
ner  of  intelligence  immediately,  by  fucceffive  whif- 
pers  from  one  diflrid  to  another,  fo  that  the  whole 
atmofphere  is  prefently  fill’d  with  the  news.  And 
fome  fagacious  naturalifts  will  tell  you,  that  when 
the  air  is  thus  impregnated  with  thefe  reports,  itburfts 
off  in  hurricanes,  and  is  the  efficient  caufe  of  high 
winds,  and  tempefts.  Be  this  as  it  will,  it  is  certain 
that  by  means  of  thefe  alternate  communications,  the 
news  of  a  private  pariffi  may  be  tranfmitted  all  over 
Europe ,  by  fucceffive  undulations  of  air.  As  garri- 
fons  plac’d  at  certain  diftances  round  a  wall’d  town, 
can  convey  the  alarm  to  each  other,  from  fentinel  to 
fentinel,  in  aninftant.  But  to  leave  this  fairy  king¬ 
dom  to  Pope,  and  the  Roficrujians  •  I  will  tell  you  a 
ftory  of  an  old  philofopher,  Diogenes ;  who  car¬ 
rying  fomething  very  privately  conceal’d  in  a  bafket, 
was  alk’d  by  a  curious  Athenian,  what  he  had  hid 
there  ?  The  philofopher  only  reply’d,  that  it  was 
conceal’d  there*  for  that  purpofe  that  he  might  not 
know.  lam ,  Tour  Servant. 
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V  . 

SI N  C E  I  receiv’d  your  laft,  in  which  you  have 
tranfported  rue  to  the  fkys,  I  don’t  know  what 
to  think  of  myfelf.  Your  magic  pen  has  led  me 
fuch  a  wild,  aerial  dance,  with  the  various  ranks, 
and  orders  of  the  poetical  world,  that  I  fcarce 
thought  myfelf  any  longer,  a  fublunary  being.  Such 
.fudden  flights,  and  tranfitions,  wou’d  at  once  have 
overfet  my  imagination,  had  I  not  been  alternately 
reliev’d,  and  fupported  by  the  common  incidents  of 
life,  which  convinc’d  me  I  was  ftill  a  mortal.  My 
head  begun  indeed  to  grow  giddy  with  the  rapidity 
of  fuch  a  celeftial  flight,  and  I  fhou’d  have  dropt  in¬ 
to  fome  fea,  like  Icarus ,  if  dear  curiofity  had  not 
hurry’d  me  on,  and  carry’d  me  along  thro’  thofe  im- 
menfe  regions.  Tho’  when  I  arrived  at  fome  of  the 
diftant  colonys  near  the  moon,  I  began  to  think  I 
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ihou’d  never  find  the  way  back  j  however,  after  fuch 
a  towering  pilgrimage,  Pm  at  laft  returned  again,  and 
hope  you  are  as  fafe  in  your  old  monaflic  dwelling. 
But  fo  much  for  thefe  excurfions. 

I  wonder  you  tell  me  of  being  outlaw’d,  and 
banifh’d  from  the  regions  of  Parnajfus ,  a  place 
which  I  am  an  utter  flranger  to,  and  only  know  it 
by  defcription.  I  had  always  indeed  an  inclination 
to  poetry,  and  lov’d  to  follow  the  mufes  at  a  diftance, 
but  had  never  infpiration,  or  merit  enough  to  be  in¬ 
troduc’d  into  their  company. 

But  I  muft  break  off  abruptly. 

Tours ,  &c. 
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MADAM, 

I  AM  much  oblig’d  to  you  for  the  pleafure  of  your 
lad ;  tho’  I  can’t  acquiefce  in  all  you  fay,  with 
regard  to  your  being  fuch  a  Granger  to  the  regions 
of  ParnaJJiis.  You  was  indeed  for  fome  time  a 
fugitive,  or  deferter  :  And  I  mud  tell  you,  if  you 
had  not  retain’d  a  party  there,  in  the  poetical  fenate, 
you  was  very  near  being  entirely  excommunicated. 
I  mean  during  your  long  elopement  to  the  fmoak, 
noife  and  hurry  of  a  city  life.  Such  a  defertion  as 
this,  being  deem’d  high-treafon  at  the  court  of  Par - 
najfus .  But  Clio ,  and  two  or  three  of  themufes,  in¬ 
terceded  1  o  earneftly  for  you  at  the  throne  of  Apollo , 
that  the  incenfed  deity  promis'd  to  receive  you  into 
favour  again  on  your  promife  of  fubmiffion,  and  al¬ 
legiance  for  the  future  ;  tho*  fome  of  your  lawrel’d 
edate  there,  was  confifcated,  on  account  of  truancy 
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and  rebellion.  Now  as  you  are  return’d  again  from 
exile,  to  the  rural  ihades,  and  fuburbs  of  Helicon ,  the 
mufe’s  fmiles  return  too,  and  you  are  again  welcome 
the  groves  of  Arcadia ,  and  the  bowers  of  Pindus . 
Tho’  I  mud  tell  you  that  there  is  ftill  an  aerial  de¬ 
tachment  of  fpys,  or  fylphs  hovering  about  you,  to 
obferve  your  motions,  for  fear  of  a  fecond  apoftacy. 
You’ll  ceafe  to  wonder  now  at  my  not  writing  an 
Epithalamium ;  for  while  you  was  under  this  difgrace, 
it  were  not  fafe  for  me  to  hold  a  correfpondence,  with 
a  profaib’d  rebel,  and  deferter.  But  you  had  more 
reafon  to  celebrate  my  nuptials,  as  I  was  always  loyal, 
and  had  marry’d  a  rural  nymph,  bred  up  in  the  woods 
and  fhades,  and  herfelf  no  ftranger  to  the  mufes. 

Among  ft  the  train  a  rural  nymph  1  chofe , 

One  fond  like  me  of  quiet ,  and  repofe . 

No  love  of  fordid  wealth  infpir'd  my  mind , 

I  chofe  the  meek,  the  gentle,  and  the  kind ; 
Unfpoil  ’d  by  breedings  nor  genteely  nice, 

In  modern  tafte,  romances ,  drefs  and  dice . 

I  remember  Tome  laid  you  was  feduc’d  by  Plu- 
ius,  and  others  by  Cupid,  two  very  mifchievous,  and 
dangerous  deity s,  who  are  often  at  war  with  the 
mufes,  and  with  their  infidious  arts,  are  fhll  watch¬ 
ing  all  the  avenues  to  Parnafjus ,  and  lying  in  wait  to 
corrupt,  and  inveigle  Apollo's  tuneful  train.  How¬ 
ever 


[  277  ] 

ever  this  be,  you  foon  return’d  again  to  the  camp  of 
the  mufes.  And  it  appears  from  feveral  of  your 
compositions,  that  you  have  not  loft  any  of  that 
fpirit  of  wit,  and  poetry,  which  infpir’d  your  virgin 
mule,  when  in  a  paftoral  drefs  you  lung  of  flocks  and 
fhepherds,  in  your  ftate  of  innocence  and  celibacy, 
before  your  fall.  And  I  don’t  doubt  but  you  have 
received  a  full  pardon  and  abfolution. 

It  happen’d  fince  I  wrote  this,  that  there  was  a 
court,  or  fort  of  petty-fefiions,  held  at  Parnajjus ,  in 
a  certain  lawrel  grotto.  There  was  a  pretty  large 
aflembly  of  rural  deitys,  fylphs,  fauns,  dryads,  &c. 
and  fome  of  the  ghofts  of  departed  poets,  and  hero¬ 
ines,  who  glide  about  thofe  regions,  and  have  always 
a  vote  in  thefe  celeftial  fynods.  Your  affair  was 
then  brought  on  the  carpet,  and  refer ’d  to  a  felecft 
committee  of  fome  of  the  tutelary  deitys.  I  was 
not  prefent  at  their  debates,  being  myfelf  under  fome 
difgrace  for  negledt  of  duty.  However,  I  had  intereft 
enough  there  to  fecure  a  majority  on  your  fide  ;  but 
it  was  not  in  my  power  to  procure  a  reverfe  of  the 
attainder,  with  regard  to  your  old  patrimonial  eftate, 
which  was  confifcated,  and  forever  alienated,  and  an¬ 
nex’d  to  the  crown  :  The  decrees  of  Parnajjus  being 
fo  far  abfolute  and  irrevocable.  But  I  had  an  interview 
with  feveral  of  the  jury,  as  foon  as  the  little  fenate  was 
diflolv’d,  who  all  told  me  you  was  again  receiv’d  into 

S  4  favour 
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favour.  Indeed  after  your  revolt,  you  often  made 
fome  rural  excurfions  to  your  old  forfaken  fhades, 
and  poetical  groves :  But  at  that  time  you  was  al¬ 
ways  fufpeded  to  be  a  fpy,  and  cou’d  never  be  ad¬ 
mitted  into  any  degree  of  confidence  as  before.  The 
mufes  knew  your  heart,  and  found  you  had  other  at¬ 
tachments  of  a  ftronger  kind.  You  know  in  the  rape 
of  the  lock ,  that  the  fylph  who  was  Belinda's  guar¬ 
dian,  cou’d  not  proted  her  any  longer,  when  he 
found  the  frailty  of  the  Fair. 

S'-  '  \ 

Sudden  he  view'd ,  in  fpite  of  all  his  art> 

An  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart . 

This  was  the  cafe  with  you  ;  tho’  a  great  deal 
was  to  be  alledg’d  in  behalf  of  your  condud,  after 
your  impeachment  was  drawn  up.  One  of  the  jury 
was  fo  irritated,  that  he  wou’d  have  this  fentence  in- 
fi’idcd  on  you,  viz.  that  you  was  to  walk  nine  times 
barefoot  round  Parnajfus ,  and  to  undergo  a  purifi¬ 
cation  of  fo  many  days,  by  faffing,  fprinkling  your- 
felf  with  the  afhes  of  ivy,  and  mifieltoe  of  the  oak, 
which  have  a  peculiar  virtue  to  procure  conftancy, 
and  to  defend  you  againft  all  manner  of  feducement, 
and  fafcination.  But  however  this  harfh  fentence  was 
over-rul’d,  and  a  degree  part  in  your  favour,  on  con¬ 
dition  of  your  writing  an  anniverfary  Ode  on  St.  Ceci~ 
iia's  day. 


Thus 
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Thus  madam,  you  fee,  you  have  been  brought  to  a 
fair  trial.  You  have  been  arraigned,  convided,  con¬ 
demn’d,  and  acquitted  in  one  of  the  moft  folemn, 
auguft,  and  uncorrupted  aflemblys,  that  ever  met  to¬ 
gether.  I  have  brought  you  into  celeftial,  aerial 
company,  and  have  given  you  guards,  or  fatellites 
of  tutelary  beings,  to  attend,  and  patrol  about  you. 
And  I  affine  you ,  a  perfon  mult  be  of  fome  confe- 
quence  to  be  thus  waited  on.  As  Pope  fays, 

See  what  an  equipage  you  have  in  air, 

And  view  with  [corn  two  pages ,  and  a  chair . 

Pope  indeed  has  been  fomewhat  extravagant  in 
his  diftribution  of  thofe  vifionary  beings,  fince  he  has 
deputed  no  lefs  than  fifty,  to  watch  over  the  circum¬ 
ference  of  a  lady’s  petticoat. 

I  now  take  my  leave  of  thefe  romantic  fpecula- 
tions,  tho’  even  thefe  may  have  their  ufe.  The  Ro~ 
mans  had  their  good  and  evil  genius  hovering  about 
them,  which  imagination  often  infpir’d  them.  And 
why  may  not  we  have  our  angelic  guardians  ?  But 
’tis  time  to  defcend  from  thefe  imaginary  abodes,  and 
fubjedts,  to  common  themes  of  life,  and  mortal 
affairs,  *  I  am, 

Tours ,  &c. 


CON- 
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Letters  to  Correspondents, 
Essays,  Verses,  &c. 


T  O 


A  Y  oung  Gentleman,  at  Oxford . 

:  e 

SIR ,  May,  1747. 

I  HAVE  now  two  of  your  letters  before  me  un- 
anfwer’d,  which  I  (hall  preferve  as  a  fort  of  pia- 
cula,  to  atone  for  the  guilt  of  your  long  taciturnity. 

Yet  I  know  not  whether  I  fhall  be  thoroughly 
appeas’d,  without  the  incenfe  of  poetry,  and  the 
penitent  tribute  of  a  hecatomb  of  verfe  :  Your  poe¬ 
try,  like  a  charm,  will  at  any  time,  footh  my  re- 
fentment.  But  don’t  think  me  inexorable  in  propo- 
fing  this  poetical  penance,  fince  I  am  fully  fatisfy’d 

with 
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with  your  promife  of  reformation.  Yet  I  cannot  de¬ 
cently,  or  confiftently  dwell  any  longer  on  this  fub- 
jedt,  being  confcious  of  my  own  negledl,  and  fenli- 
ble  how  much  it  is  in  your  power  to  recriminate. 

I  fhou’D  indeed  have  anfwer’d  your  firft  letter 
fooner,  but  waited  for  the  entertainment  of  the  verfes 
you  promis’d  me.  I  call  it  the  firft  letter,  fince  it 
was  the  firft  receiv’d  after  that  long  ceflation,  in  our 
epiftolary  commerce.  So  that  commencing  from 
that  dormant  period,  I  from  thence  date  a  new  aera 
in  the  kalendar  of  our  correfpondence.  I  hope  you’ll 
oblige  me  with  the  poem  you  promis’d  me  in  your 
next,  by  way  of  expiation.  And  I  afliire  you  the 
next  letter  you  feal,  thus  dedicated  to  refentment, 
fhall  alfo  feal  your  pardon,  and  be  attended  with  the 
mufe’s  benedidtion.  And  I  don’t  doubt  but  this  will 
be  more  acceptable  to  you,  than  the  abfolution  of 
St.  TJrfula  ;  and  the  pardon  of  the  nine  mufes,  weigh 
more  with  you,  than  that  of  the  eleven  thoufand 
virgins,  or  the  Ave-Marias  of  all  the  faints,  in  the 
modern  Pantheon . 

I’m  exceedingly  pleas’d  to  hear  that  Lord  Orrery  has 
almoft  compleated  his  Pliny  $  and  don’t  doubt  but  the 
tranflation  will  be  well  executed  under  the  conduit 
of  lo  judicious  a  critic,  and  fo  polite  a  gentleman. 
We  fhall  now  fee  the  procunful  revive  again,  and 

rife 
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rife  with  frefh  luftre  from  the  ruft  of  ages,  and 
obfcurity  of  time.  He  will  only  aflume  another 
(hape,  and  appear  again  cloath’d  in  a  new  vehicle, 
and  a  different  mode  of  exiftence.  My  lord’s  tran- 
flation  will  at  leaft  convince  unbelievers,  and  fceptics 
of  this  fort  of  refurreftion;  I  mean  the  refurredion 
of  wit,  and  learning,  and  the  regeneration  of  the 
author’s  fpirit,  after  the  eclipfe  and  dumber  of 
1700  years.  His  genius  will  not  be  annihilated  by 
time,  but  be  only  tranfus’d  into  another  fyftem  of 
matter,  and  animate  other  organs.  That  which  in- 
fpir’d  the  proconful,  and  glow’d  in  the  Roman  orator, 
is  now  reviv’d  in  a  Boyle  y  and  ftiines  in  a  Britifh 
peer  I  am  very  much  of  opinion,  that  there  is  the 
fame  quantity  or  portion  of  wit,  and  fenfe  ftill  exit¬ 
ing  in  the  univerfe,  tho’  unequally  diftributed  ;  and 
that,  upon  the  whole,  there  is  nothing  loft  in  the  in- 
telledual,  or  ideal,  any  more  than  in  the  ma¬ 
terial,  or  phyfical  creation.  The  celeftial  fire  may  for  a 
time  be  eclipfed,  and  benighted  by  the  clouds  of  igno¬ 
rance,  barbarity  and  fuperftition  ;  or  fmother’d  under 
the  duft5  and  ruin  of  conquer’d  ftates,  anddiffolving 
empires  $  but  is  never  quite  extinguifh’d.  If  it  is 
loft,  or  obfcar’d  in  one  race,  or  family,  it  often  rifes 
up  in  another,  and  only  appears  in  a  new  fhape  or 

livery  of  learning.  ’Tis  the  fame  here  as  in  the  ma¬ 
terial  world  ;  that  which  now  glows  in  a  rofe,  or 
blufhes  in  a  piony,  may  hereafter  fhine  in  a  glow¬ 


worm 
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worm,  paint  the  carnation,  or  adorn  the  wings  of  a 
butterfly.  Nothing  is  loft  or  extind,  but  only,  as 
naturalifts  expr  efs  it,  cook’d  up  in  a  different  form 
or  modification  of  being,  and  affumes  a  new  dreis ; 
It  is  no  new  creation,  but  only  fhifting,  or  tranfmu- 
tation,  As  Virgil  beautifully  defcribes  it. 


Et  fcepe  alterius  ramos  impune  videmus 
Vert  ere  in  alterius,  mutatamq\  infita  mala 
Ferre  pyrum ,  &  prunis  lapidofa  rubefcere  corna. 


Thus  learning  has  its  winter,  as  well  as  herbs, 
flowers,  and  infeds,  tho*  not  in  fo  regular^  and  uni¬ 
form  a  courfe.  It  riles,  or  falls,  fades,  or  flourifhes, 
with  the  growth,  or  declenfions  of  ftates,  and  con- 
vulfions  of  kingdoms.  Like  them  it  has  its  ftormy, 
and  blighting,  its  mild,  and  propitious  feafons.  Some¬ 
times  it  fmiles  under  the  funihine  of  a  Trajan, ,  an 
AugujluS)  a  Baconi  or  a  Boyle  $  or  pines  under  the 
malignant  afped  of  a  Pijijlratus>  a  Domitian%  an 
Attila>  or  a  Solyman. 


But  I  muft  conclude ;  and  affure  you  that 
amidft  all  thefe  vicifiitudes,  and  revolutions,  nothing 
can  difturb  the  conftancy,  with  which  I  fubfcribe 
myfelf, 


T  O 


Immutably  Tours . 
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MADAM, 

I  RETURN  you  a  great  many  thanks  for  your 
kind,  elegant,  and  fympathizing  letter  of  condo- 
lance,  on  the  death  of  my  dear  fifter.  In  which 
you  difcover  the  tendernefs  of  a  relation,  the  fince* 
rity  of  a  friend,  and  the  temper  of  a  philosopher* 
It  wou’d  have  been  a  double  fatisfa£tion,  if  you  had 
vented  your  paffion  in  the  beautys  of  verfe,  and  call'd 
in  the  elegiac  mufes,  to  paint  out  the  diftrefs,  and 
mingle  their  tears  in  cadence.  This  wou’d  be  to  fet 
off  the  fhades  of  forrow,  to  brighten  grief,  and 
throw  an  ornament  o’er  its  gloomy  vifage. 

Numbers  like  yours,  con'd  gild  the  tragic  Jhow , 
Give  fmiles  to  death ,  and  decency  to  woe  ; 

Dif- 
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Diffufe  a  pleafing  luftre  o'er  the  topib> 

Brighten  the  Jhade ,  and  beautify  the  gloom . 

To  be  thus  mourn'd,  —  fome  generous fouls  wou'd  chufe , 
To  fall fubmifjive  martyrs  to  the  mufe ; 

Wou'd  court  the  cold  embrace ,  nor  fear  the  fling , 
Pleas'd  with  the  fate,  which  fuch  a  pen  Jhou'dfng . 
Death  has  no  terrors  to  the  good \  and  brave , 

The  dread  of  j oof  and  bugbear  of  the  Jlave . 

A  mind  like  yours,  can  all  its,  rage  defy , 

And  hail  the  form,  that  wafts  you  to  the  Jky. 

* 

I  had  not  the  leaft  thought  pf  rbiming*  when  I 
firft  begun  this  add  refs.  So  you  are  to  regard  it  only 
as  a  fort  p£  rh^pfody,  extern, pore  flight,  or  fally, 
which  I  leave  you  to  improve  on,  and  reduce  to  or¬ 
der.  Your  abfence  has  very  much  cpol-d;  my  inch- 

4 »  * 

nation  to  poetry,  lean  now  produce  nothing  but 
occalional  odes,  or  undigefled  fonnets.  I  fear  my 
mufe  is  about  to  grow  fallen,  filent,  and  morofe. 
I  want  fomething  of  yours  to  animate  me.  There 
is  certainly  fomewhat  very  catching,  and  infectious 
in  the  poetical  fpirit.  The  divine  enthufiafm  flies 
from  one  to  another,  we  kindle  by  fympathy,  and 
emulation  ;  till  it  propagates  itfelf  thro’  all  who  are 
i  fufceptible  of  the  paflion,  like  lambent  flames,  or 
contagious  difeafes.  I  was  doubtful  that  the  cares  of 
j  a  focial  life,  wou’d  have  banifh’d  the  fociety  of  the 
f  mufes  ;  but  I  find  that  a  married  date  has  not  in  the 

leaft 
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leaft  damp'd  your  inclination  to  poetry.  It  wou'd 
be  too  great  a  compliment  to  my  filter,  to  conclude 
from  your  long  filence,  that  your  grief  has,  like 
Niobe,  ftruck  you  dumb.  According  to  the  latin 
apophthegm. 

Leves  curce,  loquuntur ,  ingentes  Jlupent . 

In  loud  complaints  light  troubles find  relief. 

But  great  ajjiiffions  fir  ike  us  dumb  with  grief. 

1  am,  with  much  Gratitude, 

Tour  humble  Servant. 

Nov.  1738. 


T  O 
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TO 

A  Young  Gentleman, 

Student  at  an  Academy. 


SIR, 


YO  U  defire  me  to  fatisfy  you,  with  regard  to 
feme  difficulties  you  have  lately  met  with  in 
your  ftudy  of  the  fcriptures.  Indeed  I’m  not  at  all 
furpriz’d  that  you.  meet  with  fome  perplexitys,  and 
remoras  in  your  academical  enquiries.  It  is  a  fign  of  a 
good  difpofition,  and  an  inquifitiye  mind,  to  pry  into 
i  the  reafon  of  things,  and  not  to  take  every  thing  for 
;  fa&,  which  is  laid  to  bear  a  divine  ftamp,  and  has 

T  been 
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been  handed  down  to  us  by  fuperftitious  rabbis,  and 
defigning  priefts. 

But  I  wonder  you  are  at  all  ftagger’d  at  the  dif¬ 
ficulties  you  mention  ;  and  really  think  that  if  you 
have  no  ftranger  objections  than  thofe  you  hint  at, 
you  have  no  reafon  to  diffent  from  the  religion  of 
your  country.  Moft  of  the  texts  you  cite,  with  re¬ 
gard  to  God’s  being  reprefented  in  a  too  familiar 
light,  and  unbecoming  manner,  are  figurative,  and 
metaphorical  only.  As  the  Divine  Being’s  attributes 
are  above  our  comprehenfion,  it  is  natural,  and  ne- 
ceflary,  to  reprefent  them  to  our  view  by  fenfible 
fymbols ;  and  to  accommodate  them  to  our  capacitys^ 
by  companions,  or  allegorys,  borrow’d  from  the  com¬ 
mon  occurrences  of  human  life,  and  the  fimilar, 
^  tho’  infinitely  d ^proportionate  paffions  of  hu¬ 
man  nature. 

Sic  parvis  componere  magna  folebam . 

As  for  thofe  phrafes  in  the  Old  Tejlament ,  where 
God  is  deferib’d  as  an  unjuft,  or  tyrannical  being,  or 
as  countenancing  fuch  characters,  we  (hou’d  rather 
be  inclin’d  to  think,  that  there  is  feme  error  in  the 
tranflation,  or  feme  other  circumftances  in  thofe 

times. 
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times,  which  juftify’d  fuch  a  feverity  of  conduit ; 
or  at  lead  fufpend  our  judgment,  ’till  we  are  well 
acquainted  with  critical  and  oriental  hiftory,  and  the 
peculiarities  of  the  Jewifi  theocracy.  You  fay  in¬ 
deed,  and  not  without  reafon,  that  it  is  better  not 
to  believe  the  infpiration  of  the  fcriptures,  than  to 
fuppofe  that  they  reprefent  the  fupreme  being  as  un- 
juil,  defpotic,  or  revengeful  :  Becaufe  our  natural 
evidences  for  the  perfections  of  the  deity,  are  fuperior 
to  the  credibility  of  that  teftimony,  on  which  the 
fcriptures  reft.  The  particular  dodtrines  of  fome, 
whether  calviniflicaly  tritheiftical ,  fabellian ,  or  fo- 
cinian ,  don't  cancel  the  authority  of  facred  writ  5 
for  men  are  fallible,  and  fome  parts  of  the  gofpel 
may  be  mifreprefented,  and  the  fame  text  ferve  a 
hundred  feCts,  and  be  transform'd  into  as  many 
different  fhapes  :  Like  a  conjurer's  paper,  which  is 
now  a  fan,  then  a  fardingal,  a  church,  a  candle- 
llic,  or  what  you  pleafe,  and  yet  the  fame  paper 
Hill.  This  is  call'd  leger-demain ,  or  conjuring,  as 
the  other  is  hocus  focus  in  divinity.  I  know  a  coun¬ 
try  curate,  who  is  well  vers'd  in  this  cabbaliftical  jug¬ 
gling  :  He'll  metamorphofe  a  text  in  a  moment, 
and  ring  as  many  changes  on  a  few  verfes,  as 
St.  Bride's  bells  will  run  thro',  and  thus  the  pulpit 
grows  as  mufical,  and  variable,  as  the  belfry.  Yet 

T  2  there 
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there  is  fo  much  in  your  objection,  that  this  variety 
of  opinions  feems  at  firft  to  interfere  with  the  unifor¬ 
mity  and  plainnefs  of  fcripture.  As  to  the  eternity 
of  hell  torments,  my  temper  is  perhaps  too  humane 
to  be  a  good  judge,  for  I  can’t  digeft  the  rigour  of 
fuch  divinity,  and  I  hope  I  fhan’t  deferve  it.  I  am 
not  bound  to  believe  every  thing  handed  down  by 
tradition,  if  it  claihes  with  a  more  antient  and  iacred 
oracle  than  that,  reafon  and  common  fenfe. 


I  am  Tours. 
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T  O 

A  Young  L  A  D  Y. 

Y  O  U  find,  Madam,  I  ftijl  continue  to  trouble 
the  peace  of  your  retirement,  and  to  haunt 
your  folitude  like  fome  unquiet  ghoft.  I  firft  of  all 
difturb'd  you  with  poetry,  and  public  panegyric, 
next  with  my  company  ;  and  now  this  letter  in¬ 
trudes  on  your  repofe,  and  interrupts  your  filent  me¬ 
ditations.  It  is  very  likely,  it  may  find  you  fleeping 
in  fome  fhady  alcove,  or  furprize  you  beneath  fome 
poetic  bower,  in  the  midft  of  rural  contemplation. 
But  give  me  leave  to  fay,  that  you  ought  to  be  difi- 
turb’d  in  fuch  criminal  repofe.  When  your  mufe 
fleeps,  {he  ought  to  be  fummon’d  to  her  duty,  and 
rous’d  out  of  fuch  a  dangerous  {lumber.  JTis  a  kind 
alarm.  As  in  a  lethargy  the  moft  ftimulating  appli¬ 
cations  are  beft,  to  quicken  the  patient,  and  remove 
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the  ftupor.  As  you  have  been  lilent  for  fome  time, 
it  makes  me  fufpedt  that  yoa  are  infedted  with  fome 
of  thofe  comatofe  fymptoms,  which,  if  not  prevented 
in  time,  may  end  in  a  total  ftagnation.  You'll  ex- 
cufe  the  barbarity  of  thefe  phrafes,  when  you  con- 
fider  that  I  am  now  prefcribing  for  you.  I  advife 
you  therefore,  by  all  means,  to  exercife  your  genius, 
and  fet  your  facultys  to  work  ;  and  to  drink,  at  proper 
medical  hours,  fome  of  your  Caftalian  waters,  ob- 
lerving  a  due  poetic  regimen  in  the  mean  time. 

Tho’  I  have  crown’d  you  with  bays,  I  wou’d  not 
have  you  think  you  are  to  fit  ftill,  and  fleep  under 
the  Ihade  of  your  garland,  and  fing  a  requiem  to 
your  mufe.  This  honour  ought  to  be  an  incitement 
to  duty  and  glory. 

1  am , 

June,  1749*  Yours,  &cc. 


THE 
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THE 

ANSWER. 

I  WAS,  Sir,  in  a  far  lefs  agreeable  fituation,  than 
you  imagin’d,  when  I  had  the  favour  of  yours ; 
and  was  fhuddering  in  my  chamber  on  one  of  thofe 
uncommon  cold  days  for  this  feafon,  and  jufl  penning 
a  fober  epiftle.  But  had  I  been  in  fuch  a  fweet  re¬ 
verie,  or  charming  retreat,  as  you  defcribe,  I  fliould 
have  been  very  well  pleas’d  to  have  had  my  re- 
pofe,  fo  agreeably  interrupted. 

I  am  very  forry  that  I  lhou’d  differ  in  opinion 
from  you,  but  you  can’t  perfuade  me,  that  there  is  any 
thing  criminal  in  my  filence.  I  hate  to  do  any  thing 
contrary  to  my  inclination,  and  I  allure  you,  I  have 
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not  been  feiz’d  with  a  rhiming  fit  this  long  time.  0 1 
there  is  fuch  a  bewitching  charm  in  eafe,  that  I  have 
fome  thoughts  of  bidding  the  world  farewel,  of 
taking  a  draught  of  narcotic  Leth}>  and  Aiding  into 
the  caftle  of  indolence,  there  to  fpend  my  days  in 
foft  repofe.  Fm  much  oblig’d  to  you  for  your 
friendly  advice  to  my  mufe,  but  doubt  it  comes  too 
late.  I  fear  her  cafe  is  defperate,  and  that  all  appli^ 
cations  will  prove  ineffectual ;  and  the  ftrongeft  an¬ 
tihypnotics  be  all  in  vain.  The  medullary  fubftance 
of  my  brain,  being  feiz’d  with  fuch  a  ftupefadtion  \ 
that  the  moft  ftimulating  medicines  will  be  fruitlefs. 
And  what  makes  the  cafe  ftill  worfe,  is,  that  fhe  is 
in  love  with  her  difeafe,  and  don’t  chufe  to  be 
rous’d.  But  left  you  fhou’d  refume  the  gift,  and 
pluck  that  crown  from  her  nodding  brow,  with 
which  you  have  elegantly  adorn’d  it  ,  fhe  wou’d 
willingly  follow  your  prefcription,  as  far  as  ’tis  in 
her  power.  In  the  firft  place  you  bid  me  exercife 
my  genius  ;  but  this,  if  ever  I  had  one,  I  find  quite 
immers’d  in  ftupidity,  and  overwhelm’d  with  va¬ 
pours  and  pacific  dews.  And  tho’  I  don’t  feel  any 
difcethejia ,  yet  I  cannot  fhake  off  the  ftupor,  or  fet 
my  animal  facultys  to  work.  She  wou’d  gladly 
drink  of  the  Cajlalian  fprings,  but  our  country  don’t 
produce  thofe  waters.  And  as  for  the  poetic  regi¬ 
men  ypu  recommend,  I  can’t  direCtly  determine 
whether  it  confifts  in  a  total  abftinence  from  animal 
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food,  or  in  milk,  and  vegetable  diet.  But  cou’d  I 
learn  what  is  the  diet,  of  the  Brijlol  poet,  I  wou’d 
certainly  enter  on  the  reverfe  in  every  particular.  You 
Sir,  may  think  as  contemptibly  as  you  pleafe,  of  the 
poems  which  have  lately  appear’d ;  but  I  think  I 
have  reafon  to  be  of  another  opinion,  when  I  tell 
you,  what  fine  compliments  I  have  lately  receiv’d 
from  that  place,  on  my  birth-day  verfes.  Are  you 
not  fur  priz’d  I  did  not  anfvver  them  ?  You  may 
from  thence  deem  me  an  incurable  :  And  in  as  deep 
a  deep  as  Epimenides ,  when  in  the  midft  of  his  fifty- 
feventh  year’s  nap.  But  here  you  and  I  difagree : 
You  are  afham’d  to  appear  in  bad  company.  But 
bad  verfes  will  fometimes  ferve  as  a  foil  ;  tho’  yours 
need  none.  Yet  the  brighteft  belle  fhines  ftill  brighter, 
when  age  and  deformity  fit  near.  You  fay  I’m  fairly 
condemn’d,  when  you  brought  me  to  a  trial  (fee 
the  Lady’s  Trial,  />.  102)  but  begging  your  pardon; 

I  don’t  think  I  had  a  fair  trial.  In  the  firft  place,  I 
don’t  like  the  umpire ;  for  a  female  judge,  as  well 
as  a  male,  may  be  corrupted.  And  as  I  have  heard 
there  is  a  great  intimacy  between  you  and  Minerva . 
I  have  a  flrong  fhfpicion  of  fome  unfair  dealing.  And 
next,  as  you  are  hand  and  glove  with  all  the  mufes, 
I  know  they  will  fay  any  thing  to  oblige  you.  Then 
I  have  my  exceptions  to  the  jury,  and  am  confident, 
had  fuvenal ,  Milton ,  or  Swift  been  fummon’d, 
the  bill  had  been  brought  in  Ignoramus*  Nay,  Cupid , 
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as  you  confefs  yourielf,  was  never  fubpcena'd:  And 
let  me  tell  you,  you'll  fcarce  find  a  female  in  the 
nation  who  does,  in  reality,  hold  a  correfpondence 
with  the  nine,  but  that  Cupid  can  bring  the  ftrongeft 
proofs  againft  her.  Well, — you  have  crown’d  me, 
and  I  have  pretty  well  overcome  any  fcruples  of  con- 
fcience,  about  my  right  to  the  crown,  and  fhall  en¬ 
quire  no  farther,  if  I  came  by  it  juftly,  or  unjuftly. 
But  now  I  have  it,  I  may  adt  as  I  pleafe.  You 
fliou’d  have  taken  proper  precautions  before  hand, 
and  obliged  me  to  take  an  oath  of  allegiance  to  the 
mufes,  before  my  coronation ;  tho’  'tis  probable,  if 
you  had,  that  like  other  crown'd  heads,  I  fhou'd 
never  have  thoueht  of  the  oath,  after  I  had  been 
poflfeft  of  the  crown.  But  I'm  quite  afham’d  of 
thefe  ungrateful  expreffions,  and  to  atone  for  them, 
aflfure  you,  I'llufe  my  beft  endeavours,  to  tear  my 
mufe  out  of  the  foft  enchanting  arms  of  Morpheus  $ 
and  if  I  can't  recover  her  out  of  that  magic  circle, 
I’ll  force  her  to  fing  even  in  the  lap  of  that  drowfy 
deity,  to  convince  you,  that  whether  fleeping  or 
waking,  fhe  is  at  your  fervice ;  But  take  care  you 
are  not  infedted  by  the  ftupifying  fong  ;  and  fhou'd 

you  fee  any  thing  in  the  papers  dated  from  H - , 

I  advife  you  to  drink  a  cup  or  two  of  coffee,  as  an 
antidote  againft  the  morbific  effluvia  of  a  mufe  that 
fings  in  her  fleep.  But  I  beg  pardon  for  taking  the 
liberty  of  advifing  you ;  for  'tis  certainly  fomewhat 
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prepofterous  for  the  patient  to  advife  the  doctor; 
but  women  are  fond  of  novel  ways.  But  to  return 
to  my  crown,  which  I  am  very  much  delighted 
with,  you  have  heap’d  fuch  a  load  of  bays  on  my 
brow,  that  ’tis  impoffible  to  avoid  nodding.  And 
thus  you  fee  my  dumber  is  partly  owing  to  yourfelf. 
Well,  —  ’tis  the  fined:  fhade  I  was  ever  under  in 
my  life ;  and  I  often  congratulate  my  mufe  on  her 
unexpected  promotion.  And  I  think  it  the  moll 
prudent  way  to  lit  down  fatisfy’d  with  the  unmerited 
honours  you  have  confer’d  on  me :  This  is  a  truth 
too  many  have  prov’d  by  woful  experience,  who,  if 
they  had  been  contented  with  a  moderate  lhare  of 
honour,  had  never  been  thrown  from  the  airy  pin¬ 
nacle  of  glory,  to  the  dirty  pit  of  contempt. 

My  father  is  much  oblig’d  to  you  for  your  poem 
on  the  difappointed  travellers.  It  is  certainly  very  en¬ 
tertaining  ;  and  lince  hunger  is  fuch  an  excellent  whet 
to  wit,  I  fancy  falling  wou’d  be  the  belt  method  to 
quicken  my  tcrpid  mufe.  To  be  fure,  'tis  barbarous 
to  be  merry  at  another’s  misfortunes ;  but  when  I  re¬ 
flect  on  the  melancholy  circumltances  the  three  learned 
profeffions  were  involv’d  in,  I  can’t  forbear  laughing 
at  your  mortify’d  lituation  ;  and  the  penance  fuch 
ftarving  pilgrims  underwent,  in  leaving  their  ftudys, 
for  the  fake  of  a  dinner. 


June  1749. 
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The  REPLY. 


M A  DA  M, 

AM  much  oblig’d  to  you  for  the  favour  of  yours9 


JL  of  June  20th  laft*  I  was  really  half  afleep,  when 
your  drowfy  letter  as  you  call  d  it,  thoroughly 
awak’d  me.  If  your  fleeping  meditations  and  dreams 
are  thus  bright  and  infpir’d,  I  had  rather  have  your 
flumbering  epiftles,  than  many  others  that  are  awake. 
I  have  often  receiv’d  letters  which  have  had  a  narco¬ 
tic  quality  in  them,  and  have  lull’d  me  to  fleep,  as 
much  as  an  anodyne  poffet,  or  a  draught  of  cowflip 
wine,  or  nepenthe .  You  talk  in  a  very  mortify ’d 
flrain,  about  retiring  from  the  world,  taking  a 
draught  of  Lethe ,  &c.  But  let  me  tell  yon,  this 
language  ill  becomes  one  of  your  fprightly  temper, 
You  are  too  young  and  gay,  thus  to  fequefter  your- 
fdf  from  fociety  and  like  fome  enthuliaftic,  foli* 
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litary  nun,  take  the  habit,  and  enter  on  a  monaftic 
life.  But  was  you  thus  to  cloyfter  yourfelf  in  a  cell, 
I  fhou’d  often  difturb  your  repofe,  haunt  your  her¬ 
mitage  when  living,  and  when  dead  purfue  you  ftil!, 
and  canonize  you  afterwards.  And  I  dare  lay  with 
more  juftice,  than  mod  of  thofe  female  votarys  who 

adorn  the  Roman  Kalendar  :  And  in  a  fit  of  devo- 

% 

tion  or  melancholy,  take  the  veil,  turn  devotees  and 
work  miracles.  You  wou’d  then  be  chronicl'd  in 
the  rubric,  like  St.  Urfula ,  or  St.  Catherine ,  &c. 
and  fhine  in  red  letters  in  the  almanac,  for  genera¬ 
tions  to  come.  You  wou’d  then  be  recorded  with 
the  days  of  the  month,  amongft  kings,  queens,  and 
conftellations. 

So  you  are  much  miftaken,  if  you  think,  by  turn¬ 
ing  reclufe,  that  you  are  about  to  fleep  in  oblivion, 
and  to  withdraw  from  the  world,  when  you  are 
thus  entering  farther  into  it,  and  living  after  death. 
Your  cafe  wou’d  not  be  like  that  delcrib’d 
by  Pope, 

How  happy  is  the  blamelefs  virgin's  lot , 
tphe  world  forgetting ,  by  the  world  forgot . 

I  believe  now  you  begin  to  wonder  what  I  am 
about  to  do  with  you,  and  what  fort  of  mortal  you 
are.  You  know  I  crown'd  you  before  with  a  poetic 
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garland  ;  and  am  now  preparing  to  canonize  you 
amongft  faints  and  martyrs.  And  you  may  aflure 
yourfelf,  that  was  you  to  live  like  an  anchorite,  to 
fleep  in  a  cave,  and  to  make  your  exit  in  that  man¬ 
ner,  I  (hou’d  annually  vifit  your  cell,  and  make 
a  pilgrimage  to  your  tomb  ;  and,  I  dare  fay,  with  as 
much  devotion,  as  thofe  who  vifit  Mahomet1  s  at 
Mecca ,  or  St.  Mary  Magdalen's  at  Loretta.  Your 

w— - s  wou’d  then  receive  a  new  lanftify’d  name, 

and  be  as  much  reforted  to  as  St.  Winifred1  s  famous 
well  in  Wales . 

I  think  I  have  now  faid  enough  to  roufe  you 
out  of  your  lethargic  ftate  :  Tho’  you  fay  that  you 
are  deep  immers’d  in  the  Lethcean  lake,  and  are 
Hiding  into  the  caftle  of  indolence,  yet  I  (hou’d, 
like  fome  advent’rous  knight,  or  Don  l^uixote, 
ftorm  the  magic  walls,  find  out  the  fleeping  nymph, 
and  diffolve  the  inchantment.  You’ll  fay  this  is  all 
romantic.  But  I  affure  you,  if  you  will  let  me  know 
the  exadt  time,  when  the  fleeping  fit  approaches, 
1  will  certainly  come,  and  provide  myfelf  with  a  pa¬ 
nacea,  to  remove  the  flupor,  and  alarm  you  out  of 
your  (lumber.  But  I  find  tho’  you  fleep  yourfelf,  you 
can  make  inanimate  things  fpeak  about  you,  that 
never  fpoke  before.  You  have  now  in  your  poem 
on  the  H—t  water’s  complaint,  animated  the  pump, 
and  made  it  fpeak  good  fenfc,  and  wit.  Only,  like 
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fome  people,  it  may  very  properly  be  faid,  to  fpeak 
thro’  its  nofe. 

Your  laft  letter  pleas’d  me  fo  much,  that  I  muft 
defire  you  to  write  again  whether  awake,  or 
afleep  if  the  laft,  pray  fend  me  the  refult  of  your 
fleeping  lucubrations.  You  know  poet's  dreams  are 
infpir’d,  and  their  flumbers  craculous.  If  you  con¬ 
tinue  in  the  drowfy,  comatofe  ftate,  pray  fend  me 
word  of  it,  and  you  fhall  have  the  beft  advice  I  can 
give,  and  always  gratis. 

So  wifhing  you  a  good  night,  I  exped  a  letter 
very  foon  from  your  dormitory  cell,  which  will 
oblige 

Yours.  &c» 

* 

June  1749. 
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July,  1749. 

INDEED  Doflor  you  are  quite  miftaken  in  think¬ 
ing  I  am  young  and  gay.  For  I  affine  you  I  am 
grave  and  old.  We  women  love  contradiction ;  be- 
fides  I  know  furely  my  own  age  and  temper  belt* 
Well — fuppofing  I’m  charm’d  into  the  caftle  of  in¬ 
dolence  5  don’t  imagine  that  I  am  going  out  of  the 
World.— No,  no,  I’m  only  ftepping  farther  into  ite 
I  dare  fay  above  half  the  people  of  Europe  have 
taken  up  lodgings  there  already  $  and  fome  of  the 
beft  fort  too.  But  don’t  miftake  my  meaning  ;  by 
the  beft,  I  mean  the  richeft.— — Well — I  am  come 
to  life  again,  nor  won’t  be  fainted  this  turn,  to  give 
you  the  fatisfa&ion  of  a  ftrolling  pilgrimage.  I’ll  ac¬ 
cept  of  no  faintfhip  on  this  fide  the  fkys,  left  I  fhou’d 
mifs  it  on  the  other.  For  I  am  apt  to  think,  man 
has  made  many  a  faint  in  this  world,  who  will  turn 
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out  finners  in  the  next :  And  tho*  I  am  obliged  to 
you  for  your  noble,  and  hazardous  intentions,  I  (hall 
not,  for  this  time,  put  you  to  the  trouble  of  ftorming 
caflles,  and  diflolving  enchantments,  of  provid¬ 
ing  yourlelf  a  Rojinante 9  or  trufly  Tquire  Sancho , 
with  proper  accoutrements,  for  fuch  a  defperate  un¬ 
dertaking,  where  you  might  be  loft  yourfelf.  For 
fhou’d  you  come  within  the  reach  of  Circe,  who  fits 
at  the  gate  of  this  enchanted  caftle,  you  wou’d  more 
probably  be  my  companion,  than  deliverer. 

I  have  a  melancholy  ftory  to  tell  you  of  my  mufe, 
I  never  left  teizing  her,  ’till  I  had  wak’d  her :  She 
gap’d,  and  afk’d,  what  I  wanted  ?  I  told  her,  fhe 
muft  fing.  ’Twas  thus  Virgil’ s  fhepherds  wak’d  the 
drowly  God  Silemis.  She  told  me,  fhe  cou’d  not,  and 
was  much  out  of  humour.  But  being  told  fhe  muft, 
fhe  gap’d  again,  and  utter’d  The  Pump’s  Complaint ; 
but  was  horribly  in  a  pet  all  the  while.  Soon  after 
I  was  much  engag’d  in  the  hurry  of  company,  and 
was  obliged  to  vifit  fix  days  out  of  (even.  The  mufes 
you  know  hate  noife,  and  flutter,  fo  fhe  took  ad¬ 
vantage  of  my  eternal  engagements,  and  ftole  away 
one  afternoon  in  the  midft  of  an  aflembly  ;  nor  have 
I  had  leifure,  or  inclination,  to  enquire  after  her  fince* 
She  has  flept  away  one  half  of  the  fummer,  and  I 
fuppofe  defigns  to  loiter  away  the  other  half,  in  ver¬ 
dant  meads,  near  tinkling  rills,  and  amaranthine-bow- 
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era.  Nor  do  I,  in  the  lead,  expedt  her  return,  'till  two, 
or  three  fmart  frofls  drive  her  home.  I  give  myfelf 
no  trouble  about  the  fugitive,  being  fure  of  her  at 
laft.  Slie  has  feveral  times  before  elop’d  from  me 
in  fummer,  but  always  return’d  at  the  firft  fetting  in 
of  the  Pleiades ,  or  on  the  approach  of  ftormy,  wintry 
weather.  Can’t  one  account  for  this  phenomenon 
in  a  natural  way?  as  well  as  for  the  migration  of  fnites, 
pheafants,  and  woodcocks  at  a  certain  fealon,  and 
their  dated,  periodical  flights.  Now, Sir,  you  know 
that  the  intelledtual  facultys  depend  very  much  on 
the  connection  we  have. — But  I  won’t  enter  int® 
philofophy. 

'  M  i  ^  .  i ;  -  ,  n :  "  ;  .  '  ■ 

■r 

I  have  heard  of  the  feven  winter  fleepers,  but,  I 
believe,  mine  is  the  only  fummer  deeper.  I  thank 
you  for  the  free  offer  of  your  advice  $  but  believe 
me.  I’m  not  afham’d  of  the  unfafhionable  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  rude  health.  Had  you  gentlemen  no  bet¬ 
ter  patients  than  myfelf,  nine  parts  in  ten  of  you 
might  indulge  a  fweet  repofe  in  the  downy  cafile 
4>f  indolence. 

*  *  -  *  4, 

• !  •  ■  ■  .•  0  •  '  •  „  j ”  •"  ••  • 

I  am,  with  all  my  fenfes  about  me, 

'  '  *'■  - 

Tours,  See. 

^  \  '  .■  ‘  ) 
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, 

August,  1749. 

I  Thought,  madam,  my  laft  letter  wou’d  have 
left  you  as  filent,  as  the  ghoft  which  I  made 
of  you.  But  I  find  that  you  are  determined  not  to 
be  cheated,  or  complimented  out  of  your  exiftence. 
'You  won’t  buy  immortality,  and  adoration  on  fuch 
terms.  You  tell  me  you  are  come  to  life  again,  and 
won’t  be  fainted  this  turn.  I  affiire,  you  I  am  very 
glad  of  your  refurredtion  ;  andffind  now,  that  my  laft 
letter,  had  as  good  an  effedt  as  a  blifter-plaifter.  I 
told  you  before,  that  I  wou’d  not  let  you  reft  in  peace> 
and  was  too  much  your  friend  to  footh  you  in  thofe 
dangerous  flumbers,  and  rock  your  repofe.  Now 
you  begin  to  exert  yourfelf,  left  you  fhou’d  be  bn- 
ried  alive,  and  idoliz’d,  like  lome  tutelar  faint  or  re. 
lie.  Befides,  I  find  you  are  much  afraid  of  my 
ftorming  your  enchartted  caftle,  and  threaten  me 

TJ  2  with 


[  3°6  ] 

with  a  male  Circe ,  who,  with  his  magic  -power,  will 
Confine  me  in  the  fleepy  palace,  where  I  fhall  be 
rather  your  companion,  than  deliverer.  If  fo,  the 
adventure  wou’d  end  very  agreeably :  With  fuch  a 
companion  the  bondage  wou’d  be  happy,  and  the 
captivity  pleafing.  You  tell  me  that  you  are  neither 
young,  nor  gay  ;  but  I  muft  credit  my  own  fenfes, 
or  was  I  under  fome  ftrange  delufion  or  fafcjnation, 
when  in  your  company  ?  For,  notwithftanding  your 
mourning  robes,  and  fable,  funeral  appearance,  I  cou’d 
difcover  an  uncommon  vivacity,  and  fprightlinefs  in 
your  looks,  thro*  all  the  gloom  and  gravity  of  your 
drefs.  Befides,  you  muft  know  that  I  am  a  great 
phyfiognomift,  and  the  moment  I  faw  you,  cou’d  tell 
your  age,  and  difpofition  at  the  firft  glance.  1  am 
forry  to  hear  that  your  mufe  has  elop'd  from  you, 
and  ihou’d  be  glad  to  meet  with  her  in  her  folitary 
ramble, 

‘  V  *  * 

Whether  o'er  plains  jhe  likes  to  rove, 

Or  haunts  the  mujic  of  the  grove  ; 

Or  if  the  brooks  delight  her  more. 

Or  airy  heights  where  lapwings  foar, 

Clofe  to  her  jleps  Fd follow  fill. 

And  trace  the  nymph  from  hill  to  hill. 

Fell  me,  ye  fwains,  Ol  tell  me  where. 

At  noon  to  find  the  Jleeping  fair,  &c* 

/ 
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If  I  cou'd  light  on  this  vagabond,  I  wou'd  treat  her 
with  the  utmoft  hofpitality  ;  efpecially  as  I  have 
now  a  vacant  place  for  her,  having  loft  my  own,  in 
the  laft  foggy  morning. 

v  nrri  *  f  »■  «  C  >•'  »  9 

I  like  your  franknefs,  and  fincerity,  in  telling 
me  you  don't  approve  of  the  prefent  condud  of  our 
miniftry,  and  the  meafures  of  adminiftration.  And 
I  allure  you,  in  many  things,  my  fentiments  coincide 
with  yours  :  But  poetry  and  politics  never  well  agree 
together.  'Tis  our  bufinefs  to  fing  in  the  groves, 
while  we  have  any  to  fing  in.  I  hope  the  Govern¬ 
ment  won't  lay  a  tax  on  wit,  as  well  as  on  every 
thing  elfe.  If  fo,  they'll  have  a  large  revenue  out  of 
your  poetical  eftate.  The  light  of  our  minds  will 
then  increafe  the  exchequer,  as  well  as  that  of  the 
fky  ;  unlefs  we  darken  up  our  underloadings,  as 
well  as  our  windows. 

»  »  *  • 

y  it  f  (  *  f  *  5  -  r  f  /  , 

*  •*  A  •  A  •  ..  «  (  , 

As  to  party  fentiments,  whether  religious,  or  po^ 
litical,  I  never  like  a  perfon  one  jot  the  worfe  for 
differing  from  me  in  either  ;  if  he  is  fo  candid,  as  to 
allow  me  the  fame  quarter  and  privilege.  There's 
nothing  Ihews  a  more  mean,  abjed,  narrow,  con- 
traded  fpirit,  than  to  cenfure  or  condemn  others  for 
differing  from  us  in  religious  matters.  We  can  no 
more  help  our  opinions,  than  we  can  our  complexion, 
or  feature.  As  to  almoft  all  mankind,  'tis  chance, 

U  3  cuftom. 
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Clifton,  and  education  alone  that  make  the  difference. 
Where  one  changes  his  religion  or  party,  on  principle* 
or  convidion,  ten  thoufand  take  it  as  they  find  it.  We 
might  as  well  be  angry  with  each  other  for  being 
born  under  fuch  a  latitude.  If  we  had  been  bred  up 
in  China  or  Turky ,  in  Italy  or  Germany ,  we  fhou'd 
have  been  Pagans,  or  Mahometans,  Papifts,  or  Lu¬ 
therans,  as  the  feveral  countries  differ'd.  All  fuch 
proteffion  is  only  local  and  nominal  $  and  all  fuch 
may  be  call'd  accidental  religion,  any  farther  than 
we  are  convinc'd  by  reafon  and  examination.  It  is 
•honesty  and  juftice,  truth  and  fincerity  alone,  which 
tan  make  a  good  or  a  bad  man,  in  any  climate,  or 
anv  led.  This  is  in  our  power,  the  other  not.  It 
matters  not  much,  if  we  are  fineere,  as  to  the  external 
conformity,  whether  we  worfhip  in  a  fynagogue, 
or  a  grove,  at  a  mofque,  or  a  meeting-houfc,  a  gilded 
altar,  or  a  humble  rural  chapel,  cover'd  with  yew 
and  ivy.  I  think  I  cou'd  be  more  devout  at  the  lat¬ 
ter.  Thofe  old  ruinous  ftones,  and  reverend  greens, 
wou'd  infpire  me  more,  than  the  pomp  of  golden 
candleftics,  and  confecrated  images. 

f  v**  i* . .  .  y  j '  *.  )  •  1 

.4  *  >  ¥**■  -  **  0.  -  ■  ?  I  ,  ,  '  J  ■  , 

I  have  thus  given  you  my  notion  of  religious 
matters.  Sincerity  is  enough  :  All  the  reft  is  but 
froth,  noile,  and  vanity  •  or,  what  is  worfe,  ill-na- 
ttire,  fpleen  and  perfecution.  With  regard  to  what 

I 
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I  have  faid  on  this  fubjed,  Mr.  Pope  very  jufl.lv 
obferves : 

^  —  -  -  ,.i<  '  wv^.  •-  1  '*  ;  W‘ 

Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply’ d 

To  one  jtnall  jedl — and  all  are  damn' d  bejide . 

Meanly  they  feek  that  bieffng  to  confine %  6cc. 

Pope  himfelf  was  the  fubjed  of  much  religious  rage, 
and  rancor  amongft  bigoted  proteftants,  on  account 
of  his  being  a  Roman  Catholic  ^  tho’  he  was  a  per- 
fon  of  the  utmofl  candor,  humanity,  and  benevo¬ 
lence  to  all  others.  Every  proteftant  who  is  poffeft 
with  this  damning,  perfecting  fpirit,  is  himfelf  a 
papilt  in  the  word  fenfe,  whatever  his  profeffiotl 
may  be.  Had  it  not  been  for  a  fpirit  of  enquiry, 
toleration,  and  liberty  amongft:  the  firft  reformers, 
we  fhou’d  dill  have  continue  under  the  clouds  of 
popifh  darknefs,  fuperftition,  and  ignorance.  It 
was  a  juft,  and  fine  character  that  Dry  den  gave  of 
Sir  William  Gower  in  one  of  his  Dedications*  viz. 
Tou  have  not  fuffer'd  the  difference  of  opinion r,  which 
produces  fuch  hatred ,  and  enmity  amongft  the  brutal 
part  of  our  )peciesy  to  alter  your  regard  for.  me y  or 
divert  you  from  the  fettled  bafis  of  good-nature 
and  good  fenfe.  Merit  ought  to  be  the  only  badge 
and  charaderiftic.  And  this  it  is  that  prompts  me 
to  be  inviolably. 

Yours  >  &c. 

U  4 


FROM 


'l. 
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Mr.  R 


At  St.  Mary-Hall ,  Oxford. 


Dear  Sir , 

I  Received  your  Iaft  favour  at  this  place,  and 
return  you  my  thanks  for  the  verfes  on  the  DiJ - 
appointed  Travellers,  which  I  had  the  fatisfadtion  to 
fhew  to  (Dr.  King)  afid  Mr.  Watkins.  They  all 
join  with  me  in  their  commendations  of  them,  and 
were  much  entertain’d  with  the  defcription  you  fo 
humoroufly  give  of  the  different  fentiments  of  each 
fuffering  profeffion. 


I  have  now  left  the  buftle,  as  well  as  diverfions, 
of  London  for  the  retirement,  and  improvement  of 
this  univerfity  at  St.  Mary-Hall .  I  can  want  no 
advantage  of  a  learned  kind,  for  our  principal  is 

Dr, 


1 
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Dr.  King)  no  enjoyment  that  fincere  friendfhip  can 
beftow,  for  here  I  fhall  enjoy  the  fociety  of  Lord 
B—e ,  at  his  return  from  Ireland ,  where  he  is  now 
ill  of  an  ague.  Oh  that  with  the  fkill  of  EJculapius^ 
you  had  the  wings  of  Hermes^  and  could  reftore  him 
to  me,  and  his  health  to  him  !  You’ll  forgive  the 
warm  flights  I  take  on  this  occafion ;  but  when 
Lord  £— le  labours  under  any  oppreflion,  my  heart 
feems  to  ihoot  into  an  Hercules ,  that  would  break 
from  confinement,  and  lift  the  load  from  his  fhoulders. 

I  have  not  got  a  copy  here,  of  thofe  verfes  I 
promis’d  you,  but  as  foon  as  I  receive  my  papers 
I  fhall  pundually  keep  my  word,  and  fubmit  them 
to  your  corre&ion.  —  Dear  fir,  let  me  have  foon  the 
pleafure  of  hearing  from  you,  Til  watch  every  college, 
the  gentle  ftreams  of  Iftsy  and  every  thing  elfe  worth 
notice  at  Oxford^  but  I’ll  entertain  you  in  my  next, 
and  convince  you  that  the  infpiration  of  the  univer- 
fity,  is  preferable  to  that  of  London ,  and  that  when¬ 
ever  I  am,  I  cannot  ceafe  to  be. 

Dear  S  1  R, 

Tour  faithful  humble  Servant* 


TO 
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£■  1  ■  '*  •  :.0  .'t 


i  -  r ■  ■  r  l  *  1  .  '  .  i  ci.  ».  v  ■**r 


Ztor  $/r, 

I  Receiv'd  yours,  and  am  much  oblig’d  to  you 
for  the  kind  approbation  my  burlefque  verfes  met 
with  at  Oxford.  But  in  your  encomiums  I  doubt 
you  difcover  more  of  the  candid  partiality  of  a 
friend,  than  the  juft  opinion,  and  kind  feverity 
of  a  critic.  I  aflure  you  I  have  often  been  more 
edify'd  by  the  fatyr  of  an  enemy,  than  the  pane¬ 
gyric  of  a  friend.  The  one  is  a  fincere  monitor, 
to  keep  us  on  our  guard,  to  alarm  our  vigilance, 
and  point  out  our  follys,  or  vrces :  While  the 
other,  by  praifes  and  well-meant  compliment,  ad- 
dreffes  our  weaker  part,  fooths  our  vanity,  and  lulls 
us  afleep  with  the  pleafing  fmiles  of  applaufe  :  Like 
a  calm  at  fea,  which  is  often  more  dangerous  than 
H  the 
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the  roughnefs  of  a  ftorm,  and  the  rage  of  a  tempeft. 
We  are  enchanted  by  the  one.  but  alarm'd  by  the 
other.  That  makes  us  fecure,  and  thoughtlefs ; 
hut  this  watchful,  and  attentive.  You  tell  me  a 
friend  of  yours,  at  Oxford \  is  about  to  publifh  the 
fives  of  ingenious  Englijh  ladies ;  and  as  I  have  the 
pleafure  to  be  acquainted  with  one  who  deferves  that 
character,  I  fhou’d  be  glad  to  fee  her  fliine  in  fuch 
a  confteliation  of  wits.  I  (hall  fend  you  fome  of 
her  poems,  that  you  may  judge  of  her  accomplifh- 
meats*  It  is  pity  one  of  fuch  fine  brillant  parts, 
fhou’d  be  eclipfed  in  obfcurity.  But  you  know  — 


Scriptorum  chorus  omnis  amat  nemus ,  etjugit  urbes. 


It  is  certain,  that,  in  all  ages,  mod  people  of  genius, 
and  a  philofophical  tafte,  have  been  fond  of  folitude 
and  retirement.  But  merit  ought  not  to  be  conceal’d 
in  fhades,  or  immur’d  in  cloyfters.  If  y^u  knew  her 
private  virtues,  as  well  as  her  poetical,  and  intellec¬ 
tual  endowments,  you  wou’d  certainly  think  fhe 
wou’d  make  a  very  diflinguifh’d  figure  in  fuch  a  ga¬ 
laxy  of  ladies. 


ItfAVE  lately  read  over  Thomfon's  Cajile  of  Indo¬ 
lence  ;  and  tho’  there  are  a  great  many  fine  fend- 
ments  in  it,  I  think  he  feems,  fometimes,  to  have 
nodded  in  his  own  palace. 


THE 


1  am  Tours. 
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THE 


* 


AN  S  W  E  R 


S'  f- \ if  J 


TO  THE 


Lady’s  Last  Letter  of  Augujl  1749. 


I  NOW,  Madam,  frankly  confefs  that  I  am  fairly 
outdone,  and  at  my  own  weapons  too.  Your 
pen  is  victorious  both  in  poetry  and  profe.  What 
preemption  was  it  in  me  to  enter  the  lifts  with  fuch 
a  heroine,  fo  renown’d  for  paper  adventures,  and  the 
chivalry  of  that  wing’d  and  pointed  inftrument  the 
quill  ?  However,  ’tis  a  confolation  to  me  to  contend 
with  fuch  a  competitor,  proud  if  I  am  vanquifh-’d 
by  fo  fair  an  antagonift.  * 

You 
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You  are  much  midaken  in  thinking  me  to  be 
quite  jaded,  and  fatigued.  I  affure  you  I  am  never 
tir'd  with  reading  your  letters,  efpecially  your  lad, 
and  longed.  It  pleas'd  me  the  more,  as  it  was  chec- 
quer'd,  and  diverdfy'd  with  the  beauties  of  poetry. 
I  find  your  vagrant  gipfey  of  a  mufe  has  not  took 
fuch  a  long  flight,  but  that  fhe  returns  to  her  old 
quarters  again,  and  gives  you  a  vifit  fometimes. 
Like  Noah's  dove,  fhe  found  no  red  for  her  feet, 
in  this  inhofpitable  region  ;  but  flew  back  again, 
with  bays  in  her  mouth.  Now  fhe  is  return'd  with 
fuch  a  prefent,  I  advife  you  to  entertain  her  well,  to 
prevent  fuch  fallies  for  the  future.  So  now  I  have  no 
need  to  purfue  this  vagabond,  this  ignusfatuus ,  any 
longer.  Befides,  I  am  afraid,  if  I  fhou'd  follow  the 
meteor,  and  be  deluded  by  the  wandring  light,  I 
might  fall  into  fome  bog,  or  be  lod  in  fome  impe¬ 
netrable  fored. 


Tet  if  by  chance  I  heard  her  fongy 
Chanting  far  off  the  woods  amongy 
J?ivited  by  the  rural  lay. 

I’d  thro ’  the  pathlefs  defart  fray , 
Where  rofes  wild  adorn  the  green , 
And  wither  in  the  fade  unfeen  ; 

And  many  a  pink ,  and  artlefs  fower. 
With  purple  fain  the  fyhan  bower . 
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While  cooing  turtles  from  on  high , 

Murmur  their  love  plaints  near  the  jky . 

Tdajk  each  wood-nymph  of  the  jhadey 
If  they  had  feen  the  wand' ring  maid  t 
And  in  what  bojky  grove  or  cell \ 

The folttary  fair  might  dwell . 

Or  if  the  drowfy  god  of  fleepy 
Has  clos'd  her  eyes  in  f  umber  deep  ; 

And  with  enchantments  magic  tie , 

Seal'd  up  thoje  lips  of  harmony. 

Pan,  with  his  horn>  jhou'd  break  the  fpell% 

And  jhake  the  dormitory  cell . 

I  assure  you,  Madam,  you  are  miflaken  in  your 
interpretation  of  my  fparkling  enigma,  as  you  are 
pleas’d  to  call  it.  I  don’t  know  how  you  could  un¬ 
ravel  the  meaning  of  thofe  three  afterifms,  when  I 
had  none  myfelf.  For  I  only  fet  them  down  at  ran¬ 
dom  to  puzzle  you,  as  you  had  perplex’d  me  with 
your  intricrate  fcrawl  of  blotted  lines ;  which  I  be¬ 
lieve  a  Cecil  cou’d  not  have  decypher’d,  nor  Ariadne 
herfelf  unravel.  As  you  write  fo  many  enigma's, 
I  regard  you  as  a Delphian  prieftefs,  or  one  of  the  fybil 
maids  of  old,  who  fat  on  a  tripos,  and  deliver’d  out 
prophefies  in  verfe.  Your  folution  of  the  meaning  of 
thofe  three  ftars  is  very  ingenious  and  probable.  In¬ 
deed  they  may  ftand  for  many  things,  and  contain  as 

- .  much 
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much  myftery  as  Oates' s  plot,  or  X^r^sconfpiracy, 
They  may  be  a  type  or  emblem  of  the  three  kings  at 
Cologne ,  the  three  graces,  a  triple  crown,  cr  the  three 
kingdoms  of  Britain .  But  the  truth  is,  I  intended 
nothing  by  them,  but  amufement;  and  a  fort  of 
counterpart  to  your  hieroglyphic  lines. 

Your  fentiments  of  religion  and  liberty,  I  like 
extremely.  We  ought  certainly,  in  common  juftice, 
and  charity,  to  allow  each  other,  a  fair,  and  mutual 
liberty  of  enquiry,  in  religious  matters  efpecially, 
fudge  not  that  you  he  not  judged.  "To  his  own  mafter 
he  jlandeth  or  falls ,  are  uleful  leffons.  In  thefe 
cafes,  I  think  we  ought  to  do  as  we  wou’d  be  done 
by.  Another  divine,  and  golden  precept.  Many 
people  have  been  ftigmatiz’d  for  error,  and  damn’d 
for  heretics,  who  may  find  a  milder  fentence  here¬ 
after,  before  a  more  impartial  judge,  and  more  can¬ 
did  tribunal.  We  are  not  to  fettle  our  notions  of 
truth  and  error,  from  the  fandtion  of  infallible  popes, 
venerable  councils,  and  grey-hair’d  fynods.  No  doubt 
it  is  their  province  to  fettle  their  own  rules,  rubrics,  rites, 
and  canons.  But  every  one  muft  judge  of  the  truth 
of  a  propofition  according  to  his  own  ideas,  and  per¬ 
ception,  and  not  anotbers.  Unlefs  we  cou’d  all  fee 
with  the  fame  intellectual  optics,  and  thro’  one  uni- 
verfal  infallible  medium.  But  as  in  vifion,  people 
mail  fee  according  to  the  reprefentation  of  objedts 

painted 
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painted  on  the  retina  ;  fo  they  mult  judge  acccording 
as  the  evidence  of  things  appears  to  the  undemanding. 
Yet  moft  of  our  idle  difputes  and  controveifies  have 
proceeded  from  this  fuppofed  certainty,  or  infallibility 
in  ourfelves ;  and  for  want  of  a  mutual  indulgence, 
and  toleration  to  thofe  who  differ  from  us  in  feme 
fpeculations* 

But  whatever  is  truth  or  error,  right  or  wrong, 
fo  far  it  is  certain,  that  a  perlecutor  is  always  wrong 
in  practice,  however  orthodox  in  opinion. 

I  suppose  you  have  feen  the  earl  of  Orrery' s  life 
of  Swift ,  which  is  wrote  in  a  very  genteel  manner,  in 
the  politeft  ftile,  and  with  the  moft  impartial  pen.  As 
his  lord  (hip  has  celebrated  his  wit,  and  parts,  he  has 
alfo  expofed  his  failings  and  vices.  I  had  lately  the 
honour  of  a  vifit  from  his  Lordfhip  and  his  two  Tons  9 
who  are  both  young  gentlemen  of  great  and  pro- 
mifing  parts.  I  can  affure  you  his  lordfhip  en¬ 
quir’d  after  Sylvia ,  and  told  me  he  fhould  be  pleas’d 
to  fee  fome  of  your  verfes. 

1  am9 

Tour  humble  fervant . 


AN 


[  3i9  ] 


t '  . 


A  N 


Allegorical  Dialogue, 


BETWEEN  THE 


Huck-muck,  f  and  the  Beesom, 


Which  is  Lately  introduc’d  by  fome 

t  \ 

Brewers,  injleadof  the  Old  Huck-muck. 

•&A.  A  <fi  A  »h-  A  A  k^i  A  A  tff  jL  a i  .L  .L  >L  A  .L  .L  A  .L  .i.  A  A  Vfi  ,.ffc  Aitfi  A  if.  ifj-,  A  A  -.‘f*  A  JhA  -itfA. 
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f  •  •  .  ;  '♦  .  t  ,  ;  *  * 

>  .  -  ;  ?.*  A  "•  t; 

THOU  upftart  fon,  of  mungril  race^ 

Prefume  not  to  ufurp  my  place. 

Fromantient,  royal  lineage  bom, 

Tby  mean  original  I  fcorn« 

i  i  -  -  4  **  '  '  .  »  A  (  9  f 

% 

f  The  Strainer  us’d  in  Brewing.- 

X  In 
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In  bright,  hereditary  line, 

Th’  immortal  race  of  Thick-much  fhine. 
My  antient  pedigree  I  hold, 

From  fam’d  Diogenes  of  old ; 

Only  this  difference  is  obferv’d, 

I  thrive,  and  fatten,  where  he  ftarv’d. 
The  Cynic  fnarl’d  in  empty  cell, 

While  I  in  plenteous  moifture  dwell  y 
And  revel  oft’  from  morn  to  night, 

Like  Bacchus  in  diftended  plight. 

Secur’d  by  right  divine ,  I  reign 
O’er  every  tributary  grain  : 

Millions  of  fubjedts  round  me  throng,. 
And  pay  me  tribute,  right,  or  wrong. 
And  tho’  they  oft’  rebel,  and  jar, 
Fermenting  with  inteftine  war. 

Yet  foon  with  fpunging  power  I  quell 
All  infurredions  in  my  cell  y 
And  drain  my  fubjeds  vital  fap. 

At  my  old  cuftom-houfe,  the  tap. 

The  juice  which  flakes  a  monarch’s  thirft* 
Is  thro’  my  veflels  filter’d  firft. 

Round  me  in  daily  facrifice. 

Sweet  clouds  of  fmoaking  incenfe  rife  y 
While  from  my  fountain-head  below. 
Rich  tides  of  fragrant  liquor  flow. 


Of 
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Of  portly,  and  majeftic  fize, 

Thy  taper  ftrudture  I  defpife. 

Shall  fuch  a  mean.  Plebeian  fcrub. 

Reign  in  the  palace  of  my  tub  ? 

Vile  offspring  thou,  of  bending  broom, 

Or  humble  heath,  (halt  thou  prefume 
T’  invade  my  old  paternal  throne. 

Who  haft  no  title  of  thy  own  ? 

While  I  from  loftier  trees  high-born. 

Regard  thy  reptile  race  with  fcorn. 

No  more  my  awful  fceptre  brave, 

!  Fit  implement  of  every  Have ; 

Thy  fervile  drudgery  I  difdain, 
i  Go  fweep  the  kitchen  which  I  ftain. 

Thus  from  his  throne  the  Huck-muck  fpoke, 
\  And  next  the  Beefom  filence  broke. 


The  Bee som’s  Reply. 


Proud  haughty  Huck-muck  /  boaft  no  more. 
Of  Anceftors,  a  numerous  fcore. 

Thou  bloated,  pamper’d  fon  of  pride. 

Thy  empty  lineage  I  deride. 

I  value  not  thy  royal  line, 

Nor  thy  pretended  right  divine^ 

X  2 


Whai 


What  hoots  high  blood,  and  antient  ftate  B 
Mine  is  as  good,  tho'  not  fo  great. 

By  ge  nealogy  of  old, 

A  birchen  feeptre  too  I  hold  ; 

And  oft*  the  blood  of  monarchs  ftains 
With  purple  ornament  my  veins  ; 

In  every  hall  and  every  fchool, 

I  often  bear  the  fovereign  rule. 

No  longer  (halt  thou  ftrut  and  fweli. 

In  thy  dominion  of  the  cell. 

For  while  thou  govern’fl  with  oppreffion, 
I  value  not  thy  high  fucceflion . 

A  right  divine,  to  govern  wrong, 

Can  to  no  potentate  belong. 

ICings  are  but  fathers  of  the  (late. 

And  if  not  virtuous,  can't  be  great . 

When  fubjefts  feel  the  fervile  chain, 

The  tyrant  has  no  right  to  reign. 
Dominion's  but  an  empty  thing, 

The  people  conftitute  the  king : 

A  feepter’d  creature  made  at  will. 

And  is  himfelf  a fubjeffi  ftill  ; 

Subjedt  to  laws  far  more  divine. 

Than  Cyrus'  race,  or  Ccejar's  line. 

,  ••  •  •  *  •  •  p  *  -  :  :  t.  • 

Thy  people  long  oppreft  complain. 

Of  thy  unjuft,  tyrannic  reign. 
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My  fubjedts  own  my  gentler  fway. 

Nor  feel  the  tribute  which  they  pay. 

r  - 

But  after  all  our  long  debate, 

Let  no  new  jars  difturb  the  Hate  ; 

Tho*,  ’twixt  your  majefty  and  me, 

In  certain  points  we  difagree, 

Yet  in  one  fcheme  we  both  comply, 

To  drain  our  fubjedts  mighty  dry. 

While  every  tributary  grain, 

Curfes  our  arbitrary  reign, 

And  murmurs  thro*  the  tub  in  vain. 

Let  us  unite  a  fafer  way, 

And  govern  with  alternate  fway, 

Then  if  the  fturdy  Haves  rebel. 

And  raife  new  ferments  in  our  cell. 

We’ll  both  agree  at  next  election, 

To  keep  the  vaffals  in  fubjedtion. 

Pl  eas’d  with  the  Beefom's  fmooth  deceit. 
The  Huck-muck  left  his  royal  feat  ; 

The  Beefom  took  the  throne  and  charter. 

But  never  wou’d  refign  it  after. 

Whilft  vext  to  loofe  his  ancient  fway, 

For  grief  the  Huck-muck  pin’d  away. 

This  world,  good  reader,  where  we  dwell. 
Is  but  a  larger  brewing  cell : 

X  3 
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A  cell  where  many  Huck-mucks  reign* 
And  monarchs  buftle  for  a  grain  : 

A  veflel  floating  here  and  there. 

In  leas  of  circumambient  air, 

Wher z pious  princes  wars  are  brewing, 
And  meditate  each  other's  ruin. 

While  injur'd  ftibjedts  groan  in  vain. 

And  change  their  mafter,  not  their  chain. 
'Tis  the  fame  game,  look  where  we  will. 
The  Beefom ,  and  the  Huck~muck  ftill. 

Happy  the  man  who  calm  and  wife, 
Smiles  at  the  ftorms  which  round  him  rife. 
Who  can  in  fome  ftill  harbour  dwell. 
And  make  a  palace  of  a  cell. 


Mirror  for  Detra&ors. 

Addrefs’d  to  a  Friend. 

By  a  Young  Lady. 


THIS  wit  was  with  experience  bought, 

(And  that’s  the  befl:  of  wit  ’tis  thought) 
That  when  a  woman  dares  indite, 

And  feek  in  print  the  public  fight, 

All  tongues  are  prefently  in  motion, 

About  her  perfon,  mind,  and  portion ; 

And  ev’ry  blemhh,  ev’ry  fault, 

Unfeen  before,  to  light  is  brought 
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Nay  generoufly  they  take  the  trouble 
Thofe  blemifhes  and  faults  to  double. 

Whene’er  you  chance  her  name  to  hear^ 
With  a  contemptuous  fmiling  fneer 
A  prude  exclaims,  O  fhe’s  a  wit  ! 

And  I’ve  obferv’d  that  epithet 
Mean  felf-conceit,  ill  nature,  pride, 

And  fifty  hateful  things  befide. 

The  Men  are  mighty  apt  to  fay. 

This  filly  girl  has  loft  her  way ; 

No  doubt  fhe  thinks  we  mu  ft  admire, 

And  fuch  a  rhiming  wit  defire  $ 

But  here  her  folly  does  appear. 

We  never  chufe  a  learned  fair. 

Nor  like  to  fee  a  woman  try 
With  our  fuperior  parts  to  vie. 

She  ought  to  mind  domeftic  cares  $ 

The  lex  were  made  for  fuch  affairs. 

She’d  better  take  in  hand  the  needle. 

And  not  pretend  to  rhime  and  riddle. 

Shall  women  thus  ufurp  the  pen  ? 

That  weapon  nature  made  for  men  : 
Prefumptuous  thing  !  how  did  (he  dare 
This  implement  from  us  to  tear  ? 


In 


[  327  ] 


In  fhort,  if  women  are  allow’d, 

(Women  by  nature  vain  and  proud) 

Thus  boldly  on  the  prefs  to  feize, 

And  fay  in  print  whate’er  they  pleafe, 

They’ll  foon  their  lawful  lords  defpife, 

And  think  themfelves  as  fybils  wife. 

Thus  far  the  men  their  wit  difplay. 

Let’s  hear  now  what  the  women  fay  : 

Now  we’ll  fuppofe  a  tattling  fet 
Of  females  o’er  tea-table  met. 

While  from  its  time-confuming  ftreams 
Arife  a  hundred  idle  themes, 

*  » 

Of  fans,  of  flounces,  flys  and  faces, 

Of  lapdogs,  lovers,  lawns  and  laces. 

At  length  this  well-known  foe  to  fame, 

In  lucklefs  hour  brings  forth  my  name  : 

Then  they  exclaim  with  great  good-natureH 
O  Lord  !  that  witty,  rhiming  creature  ! 

Alternate  then  their  parts  fuftain  ; 

Pray  don’t  you  think  (he’s  mighty  vain, 

Says  one  j— no  doubt,  another  cries  ; 

Vain, — -lord,  of  what  ?  a  third  replies. 

What  tho’  fuppofe  the  thing  can  rhime, 
xAnd  on  the  changing  numbers  chime. 

No  merit  lies  in  that,  ’tis  plain, 

And  others  if  they  were  as  vain, 

I  make 
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I  make  no  doubt,  cou’d  write  as  wqII, 

Would  they  but  try,  perhaps  excel: 

Then  thus  Philantha>  in  whofe  breaft 
Good-nature  is  a  conflant  gueft, 

I  own  I’ve  heard  before  with  pain 
Some  people  call  her  proud  and  vain, 

I  know  her  well,  yet  ne’er  could  fee 
This  mighty  pride,  and  vanity. 

You,  Madam,  are  I  find  her  friend, 

But  I  can  never  apprehend, 

She  ever  yet  a  poem  penn’d. 

They’re  all  another's  work,  no  doubt. 

With  which  fhe  makes  this  mighty  rout. 

That’s  very  like  $  but,  Mifs,  fuppofe^ 

She  does  the  tedious  fluff  compofe  ; 

Yet  for  my  part  tho’  fome  may  praife. 

And  flick  the  creature  out  with  bays, 

I  can  fee  nothing  in  the  fcrawls, 

That  for  fuch  vafl  encomiums  calls. 

"Tis  true,  in  length  if  merit  lies, 

From  all  fhe’ll  bear  away  the  prize. 

This  for  her  poems  may  be  faid. 

They’re  mighty  good  to  lull  the  head  5 

For 


[  329  ] 

For  nothing  there  picquant  you’ll  find 
To  raife  a  laugh,  or  roufe  the  mind. 

No  dodlor’s  opiate  can  exceed  ’em, 

Whene’er  I  want  a  nap  I  read  ’em. 

Philantha  then-^*  ’tis  fo  well  known, 
That  all  thofe  poems  are  her  own, 

I  wonder  any  one  can  doubt  it, 

Or  have  a  fingle  thought  about  it  ; 

And  oft’  I’ve  heard  the  lines  commended. 
Then  all  allow  they’re  well  intended. 

That  may  perhaps  be  true  enough. 

But  who’s  the  better  for  her  fluff*. 

I  fee  no  difference  in  the  times, 

The  world’s  not  mended  by  her  rhimes. 

She  to  the  men  I  apprehend, 

Intends  herfelf  to  recommend 
By  fcribbling  verfes,  but  (he’ll  find. 

They  don’t  fo  mpch  regard  the  mind  j 
For  tho’  they’re  civil  to  her  face, 

’Tis  all  a  farce,  and  meer  grimace  $ 

Her  back  once  turn’d.  I’ve  heard  ’em  fwear,. 
They  hated  wifdom  in  the  fair. 

Then  (he’s  fo  nice,  and  fo  refin’d 
About  the  morals,  and  the  mind,, 
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That  really,  Madam,  I’m  afraid, 

This  rhiming  wit  will  die  a  maid  ; 

And  if  die  weds,  it  is  high  time, 

I  think  fhe's  almoft  paft  her  prime. 

Why  with  the  men  as  I’ve  been  told, 

She'll  paper  converfation  hold. 

-  ■  c  /  ..  • 

Madam  that's  fadt,  I  long  have  known  it, 
Without  a  blufh  i’ve  heard  her  own  it. 

Good  Lord,  fome  women  are  fo  bold, 

I  vow,  I  blufh  to  hear  it  told. 

I  hate  cenforioufnefs,  but  when 
Girls  freely  correfpond  with  men, 

I  can't  forbear  to  {peak  my  mind, 

Altho'  to  fcandal  ne’er  inclin’d. 

Well,  I  proteft  I  never  yet 
To  any  man  a  letter  writ ; 

It  may  be  innocent  'tis  true, 

But  'tis  a  thing  I  ne’er  could  do. 

S  V  -  *  ’  ■  i  ^ 

Well  cry’d  Philantha ,  I  proteft, 

I  alrnoft  think  you  are  in  jeft, 

For  really,  mifs,  I  cannot  fee 
In  this  the  breach  of  modefty  $ 

With  men  we  chat  away  our  time,, 

And  none  regard  it  as  a  crime  ; 


And 
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And  where’s  the  difference  if  we  write* 
*Tis  but  our  words  in  black  and  white. 

I  think,  we  may  without  offence, 

Converfe  by  pen  with  men  of  fenfe. 

Well  let  us  fay  no  more  about  her. 
But  entertain  ourfelves  without  her ; 

No  harm  I  meant,  nor  none  I  wifh ; 

Mifs  won’t  you  drink  another  difh  ? 

Not  one  drop  more,  I  thank  you,  madam. 
Here  take  away  the  tea-things,  Adam . 

And  bring  the  cards,  and  fince  we’re  met. 
Pray  let  us  make  at  whifl  a  fet. 

Th  us  tea  and  fcandal,  cards  and  fafhion, 
Deftroy  the  time  of  half  the  nation. 

But  Sir,  methinks,  ’tis  very  hard 
From  pen,  and  ink  t«o  be  debarr’d  : 

Are  Ample  women  only  fit, 

To  drefs,  to  darn,  to  flower,  or  knit, 

To  mind  the  diftaff,  or  the  fpit. 

Why  are  the  needle  and  the  pen, 
Thought  incompatible  by  men  ? 

May  we  not  fometimes  ufe  the  quill, 

And  yet  be  careful  houfewifes  ftill  ? 


Why 


/ 
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Why  is  it  thought  in  us  a  crime 
To  utter  common-fenfe  in  rhime  ? 

Why  muft  each  rhimer  be  a  wit  ? 

Why  mark’d  with  that  loath’d  epithet  ? 

For  envy,  hatred,  fcorn,  or  fear, 

To  wit,  you  know,  are  often  near. 
Good-natur’d  wit,  polite,  refin'd* 

Which  feeks  to  pleafe,  not  pain  the  mind* 
How  rare  to  find  !  for  O,  how  few 
Have  true  and  gen’rous  wit  like  you  ! 

Your  mind  in  different  mould  was  caft. 

To  raife  a  character,  not  blaft  $ 

Pleafe  to  encourage  what  I  write, 

And  fmile  upon  my  humble  flighta 

2748a 
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directions; 

i  .  a  i  ■>  { -  \ 

How  to  Steer  with 

EASE  and  SAFETY, 

O’ER  THE 

Rough,  Tempestuous  SEA  of  LIFE, 

By  the  Same . 


IF  thro*  the  rugged  road  of  life, 
An  eafy  courfe  you’d  glide. 

Free  from  affliction,  care  and  ftrife, 
Thefe  rules  fhou'd  be  your  guide. 

You  r  fpring  of  life  to  heaven  devote. 
Religion  will  beftow. 
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The  fafeft,  fureft  antidote, 

For  every  mortal  woe* 

Let  virtue,  bright,  immortal  maid. 

Be  your  unerring  guide  $ 

Andwifdom,  with  celeftial  aid, 

O’er  all  your  fteps  prefide. 

Thro’  life  be  this  refolve  purfiftd, 

Whate’er  your  lot  (hall  be, 

To  adt  with  honeft  redtitude, 

And  keep  a  conlcience  free* 

Hope  not  your  happinefs  to  find 
Abroad,  but  homewards  bend, 

And  ever  let  your  peace  of  mind. 

Upon  yourfelf  depend. 

Passion  and  fancy,  hope  and  fear, 

Will  fometimes  gild  the  fcene, 

But  move  within  bright  reafon’s  fphere, 

And  keep  the  golden  mean. 

,  Hope  not  for  wild,  romantic  blifs. 

Nor  wifh  a  lofty  ftate. 

The  firft  k  follys  paradife. 

The  la  ft  a  war  with  fate. 

i  ,  .. 

Seek  not  from  gold  your  happinefs,, 

Nor  in  that  bubble  fame*  Pain, 
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Pain,  care,  difeafe,  the  rich  opprefs. 
And  envy  blafts  a  name. 

Fondly  by  childifti  fancy  led. 

Ne'er  feek  for  blifs  complete ; 

Pain’s  twifted  in  life’s  flender  thread, 
And  care  in  every  ftate. 

i 

Sufficient  ills  in  life  arife. 

Then  why,  with  cruel  art, 

Shou’d  we  new  cares,  new  pains  devife, 
And  groan  with  fancy’d  fmart  ? 

But  fince,  while  on  this  ftage  of  life 
Fortune  oft’  fhifts  the  feene ; 

Since  every  ftate  with  care  is  rife, 

And  pain  will  intervene. 

Arm  well,  with  fortitude,  your  mind, 
And  fhou’d  diftrefies  rife  $ 

Think  ’tis  by  Providence  defign’d, 

To  teach  us  to  be  wife. 

If  fmiling  fortune  fhou’d  appear, 

And  glittering  gifts  beftow. 

Of  pride  and  vanity  beware, 

Nor  fwell  with  fortune’s  flow. 


Y 
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Thus  arm’d — when  cares  and  griefs  arife, 
(For  rife  they  often  will) 

Serenely  calm,  without  furprife. 

You’ll  meet  the  leflen’d  ill. 

With  fteady  mind,  and  equal  foul. 
You’ll  view  the  changing  fcene  § 

On  foft  content  the  hours  {hall  roll. 

And  all  be  peace  within. 

And  when  the  dangerous  journey's  paft. 
And  {hades  of  death  arife, 

In  death’s  embrace  you’ll  fweetly  reft. 

And  wake  in  happier  fkys* 


%!# 
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Moral  and  Medical 


APOPHTHEGMS, 


In  Imitation  of 


Epictetus,  Lord  Bacon,  and 
Rochefoucault. 


Contentment,  the  grand  Bafts 


HAppiness  confifts  in  enjoying  what  we  have 
in  peace,  and  not  in  purfuing  what  we  have 
not  :  Therefore  no  ambitious  man  can  be  happy ; 
but  like  a  troubled  fea,  always  in  agitation. 

The  advantage  of  riches  is  more  imaginary  than 
real  $  iince  the  richeft  can  enjoy  but  a  fmall  part 
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of  what  they  poflefs.  A  competence  fupplys  us 
with  all  the  neceflarys  of  life,  the  other  with  its  fu- 
perfluitys. 

Long  life,  and  health,  are  commonly  the  bleffings 
of  the  poor;  difeafe,  and  anxiety,  generally  the 
portion  of  the  rich. 

If  the  rich  man  does  not  live  like  the  poor,  he 
will  be  miferable  with  his  riches.  If  he  does  not 
ufe  voluntary  labour,  and  govern  his  appetite  by 
choice,  as  the  other  does  by  neceffity,  tho*  his  riches 
increafe,  his  health  and  pleafure  will  leffen  and  decay. 

Anxiety  and  reftleflhefs  the  great  caufes  of  de¬ 
bauchery  and  intemperance  ;  hunting  after  pleafures 
when  nature  does  not  afk,  nor  appetite  require. 

The  greateft  pleafure  of  life  is  virtuous  love,  not 

indulged  too  far  :  The  greateft  treafure  is  a  contented 

mind :  The  greateft  pofleflion  is  health :  The  greateft 

reftorative  fleep  :  And  the  greateft  medicine,  and 

folace  in  trouble,  is  a  true  friend. 

— 

The  higheft  wifdom  confifts  in  the  knowledge  of 
ourfelves. 


The 
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The  trueft  happinefs  is  the  government  of  our 
paffions. 

It  was  the  conftanf  and  divine  maxim  of  the  ftoic 
philofophy,  that  happinefs  confifted  not  in  any  exter¬ 
nal  poffeffions,  but  in  the  mind  itfelf :  The  direction 
of  one,  fays  EpiEietus,  is  in  our  power,  and  the 
other  not. 

v  /  v 

fzt  _  •  ~  -p  .  •  '  •>  *  1 

Humility,  and  a  fenfe  of  our  own  ignorance 
and  weaknefs,  the  greateft  indications  of  knowledge 

and  virtue. 

*  •  « 

Pride  the  greateft  friend  to  vice  and  ignorance. 
He  who  never  owns  himfelf  in  an  error,  or  fault,  is 
abfolutely  incurable,  and  incorrigible. 

No  one  happy,  who  has  not  conquer’d  the  fear 
of  death. 

Nothing  recommends  a  perfon  more  to  the 
world  than  truth  and  good-nature. 

Nothing  promotes  health  more  than  exercife  of 
body,  and  tranquillity  of  mind. 

If  we  would  live  to  be  old,  we  muft  be  old  when 

Y  3  young : 
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young  :  The  wifdom  of  age  ought  to  check  the  in- 
difcretions  of  youth* 

They  who  are  wife,  and  abftemious  in  their 
youth,  may  indulge  fometimes  at  forty  without 
danger. 

The  quantity  of  what  we  eat  and  drink  is  gene¬ 
rally  more  pernicious  than  the  quality.  Moft  difor- 
ders  proceed  from  repletion,  and  are  cur’d  by 
evacuation. 

He  who  indulges  to  a  variety  of  difhes  at  one 
meal,  muft  expedt  a  variety  of  diforders  $  unlefs  he 
has  a  ftomach  for  every  difh. 

Gluttony  and  hard-drinking  the  greateft  la¬ 
bour  in  the  world. 

The  ftomach  labours  hard  to  grind,  digeft,  and  car¬ 
ry  off  the  fuperfluous  load.  Some  think  if  they  eat 
to  excefs,  they  muft  drink  in  proportion  ;  as  if  a  fur- 

feit  of  food  was  to  be  cured  by  a  furfeit  of  liquor  ; 
which  is  only  giving  nature  a  double  fatigue. 

r  ,  > 

No  poflefiions  good,  but  by  the  ufe  we  make 
of  them.  ■ 


The 
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The  greateft  benefit  of  wealth,  except 
houfes,  pictures,  gardens,  &c.  is  the  capacity  and 
power  it  gives  us  to  do  good  :  And  the  greateft  blefiing 
to  mankind,  is  a  heart  to  make  ufe  of  it,  and  diffufe  it. 

“  In  heaps,  like  amber-greafe,  aftinkitlies, 

“  But  well  difpers’d,  is  incenfe  to  the  ikies. 

“  What  riches  give  us — let  us  firft  enquire, 

<c  Meat,  fire,  and  cloaths — what  more,  meat,  cloaths, 
and  fire. 

<c  What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins  heirs, 

<c  Vigor  to  B — w  ?  or  eafe  the  ftatefman’s  cares  ? 
cc  Can  they  in  health  bid  fickly  Celia  glow, 

“  In  Fulvia* s  buckle  eafe  the  throbs  below  ? 

An  old  man  near  the  Hague ,  fays  Sir  W*  "Temple , 
who  ferved  his  houfe  from  his  dairy,  grew  fo  rich, 
that  he  left  off  bufinefs,  bought  a  fine  houfe  at  the 
Hague ,  and  furniih’d  it,  refolving  to  live  at  eafe  the 
reft  of  his  life  5  but  grew  fo  weary  of  being  idle, 
that  he  fold  it,  and  return’d  again  to  his  dirt  and  his 
dairy. 

The  fame  author  fays,  the  beft  books  to  mortify 
our  vanity,  and  to  curb  our  pride,  are  Solomon's  Ec- 
clefiaftes,  Marcus  Antonius's  meditations,  and  Al- 
manzor's  philofophy,  the  greateft  princes,  as  well  as 
the  wifeft  philofophers,  in  their  own  or  in  any  age. 
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The  poor  fometimes  in  want,  the  covetous 
always. 

Every  fincere  man  is  good  :  Every  honeft  man 
the  moft  religious :  Every  guilty  mind  unhappy. 

It  is  the  common  opinion,  and  maxim  of  the  vul¬ 
gar,  to  centre  either  their  happinefs  or  their  mifery 
on  external  enjoyments,  or  poffeffions.  It  is 
the  true  eflence,  and  genius  of  philofophy,  or 
religion,  to  feek  it  at  home,  and  to  look  for  it  in 
our  own  breafts.  Epictetus .  We  are  ftill  tormen¬ 
ted  with  a  fruitiefs  chace,  and  hunting  after  imaginary 
phantoms  of  happinefs,  when  we  have  it  in  pofc 
feffion,  if  we  wou’d  fit  down  contented.  But  — 

%i  This  cruel  fomething  unpoflefs’d, 

**  Corrodes,  and  leavens  all  the  reft.” 

Quod  quceris — Hie  ejis  if  attended  to,  would  con¬ 
quer  all  vain  ambition.  Nofce  teipfum,  or  know  thy- 
felf,  if  thoroughly  underftood,  contains  a  fund  of 
morality  and  wifdom,  and  is  the  bafis  of  all  practical 
philofophy.  Ccetera  defunt. 
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5 

A  N 

Essay  on  HEALTH. 


Mens  Jana  in  corpore  Jano . 


NEXT  to  the  peace  and  welfare  of  our  minds, 
our  connection  with  a  future  ftate,  and  our 
happinefs  hereafter,  there  is  nothing  of  greater  im¬ 
portance  than  our  health,  and  eafe  here  ;  nothing 
which  ought  more  to  employ  our  warmeft  wifhes, 
and  to  engage  our  mod:  diligent  attention.  Such  an 
efteem  even  to  veneration  the  antients  had  for  this 
bleffing,  that  the  Grecians ,  as  well  as  Romans  ereCted 
altars  and  temples  to  the  goddefs  Hygeya ,  or  health  $ 
and  the  inventors  and  reftorers  of  methods  and  me¬ 
dicines  to  promote  it,  were  often  idoliz’d  and  rank’d 

amongft 
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afnongft  the  number  of  their  heroes  and  tutelar  dei- 
tys.  However  various  and  oppofite  the  complexions, 
the  cuftoms,  and  opinions  of  mankind  in  different 
ages  and  climates,  this  has  been  the  mod  univerfal  ob¬ 
ject,  on  which  all  delires  have  fix’d,  and  all  paffions 
center’d  at  laft. 

i  i 

Various  are  the  treatifes  which  have  been  com¬ 
pos’d  on  the  fubjedt  of  Health  ;  this  has  employ’d 
the  pens  as  well  as  the  purfes  of  the  wifeft  and  richeft 
in  all  ages.  This  has  exercis’d  the  labour  of  the 
chymift,  the  penetration  of  philofophers,  and  the 
ambition  of  mighty  princes.  But  after  all  thefe 
learned  refearches,  it  certainly  depends  more  on  the 
condudt  of  life,  and  the  difpofition  of  the  heart, 
than  on  the  painful  purfuits  and  dreams  of  chymifts, 
and  the  idle  reverys  of  the  brain  ;  and  is  undoubtedly 
more  the  true  genuine  refult,  and  native  offspring  of 
praftice  and  experience,  than  of  theory  and  fpecula- 
tion.  If  it  is  taught,  and  nurs’d  up  in  the  fchools  of 
philofophy  ;  it  is  found  in  the  fields  of  fimple  pea¬ 
sants,  and  illiterate  fwains ;  and  thrives  and  bloffoms 
moft  in  defart  heaths  and  barren  mountains  :  And 
here  godlike  temperance  fmiling  with  open  arms,  and 
a  thoufand  blefilngs,  invites  us  to  her  plain  and 
frugal,  but  happy  and  voluptuous  table,  encircled 
with  all  the  graces,  and  attended  by  blooming  Hebe  ; 
more  voluptuous,  and  truly  luxurious,  than  the  moft 
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pompous  feafts,  and  fplendid  entertainments :  As  the 
Poet  divinely  fays- — . - 

Reafon's  whole  pleafures ,  all  the  joys  of  fenfe , 

Lie  m  three  Words ,  Health,  Peace,  and  Competence. 
But  Health  confjls  in  Temperance  alone  ; 

And  Peace ,  fair  Virtue ,  Peace  is  all  thy  own , 

Virtue  never  appears  more  charming,  nor  the 
advantages  and  effects  of  it  in  this  life  more  confpi- 
cuous,  than  in  its  connection  with  the  prefent  fubjedt, 
and  in  its  contributing  to  the  health  of  our  bodys,  as 
well  as  to  the  peace  and  tranquillity  of  our  minds. 
Fine  and  poetical  is  the  defcription  we  find  given  of 
it  by  a  wife  philofopher,  and  obferver  of  human  na¬ 
ture — Happy  is  the  man  that  findeth  wifdom ,  &c. 
long  life  is  in  her  right  hand,  and  in  her  left  hand 
riches  and  honour . 

'  But  tho’  this  fubjedt  of  health  has  been  fo  often 
canvafs’d,  and  fo  emphatically  recommended  by  the 
ableft  writers,  and  mod  learned  pens,  I  fhall  not 
think  my  time  mifemploy’d,  to  communicate  iome 
obfervations  of  my  own  on  fo  important  a  fpeculation : 
For  tho’  fcarce  any  thing  can  be  advanc’d  new  on 
fuch  a  trite  fubjedt ;  yet  the  fame  thoughts  difpos’d 
in  various  views,  and  in  different  lights  and  fituations, 
may  convey  new  and  different  impreffions  ;  like 
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the  fame  objedt  feen  thro’  various  mediums,  and  in 
different  portions  of  the  fpedtator  :  Befides,  as  this 
book  is  like  to  fall  into  many  hands,  I  am  willing  to 
embrace  this  opportunity,  to  attempt  fomething  which 
may  be  of  more  real  fervice  to  mankind  than  the 
amufements  of  rhime,  and  the  more  idle  entertain¬ 
ments  of  poetry  •  efpecially  as  they  are  the  refult  for 
the  moft  part  of  my  own  obfervations,  in  pradtifing 
phylic,  and  attending  the  Tick  in  a  large  and  populous 
town  between  twenty  and  thirty  years :  And  1  mu  ft 
have  pailed  my  time  very  ill  in  fuch  a  fituation,  not 
to  have  digefted  fome  remarks  on  the  oeconomy  of 
life,  and  the  method  of  preferving  and  reftoring 
Health.  Others  may  boaft  of  mere  fplendid  and 
more  profitable  practice,  in  wealthy  and  luxurious  ci- 
tys  ;  but  obfcure  villages  and  country  towns  afford  as 
much,  or  more  room  for  experience  and  fpeculation. 
Here  difeafes  are  found  in  their  more  native  Ample 
drefs ;  and  are  often  more  the  effedts  of  bad  air,  and 
contagious  effluvia,  than  the  debauches  of  art,  and 
the  luxurious  indulgences  of  high  life. 

Health,  after  all  the  definitions  of  various  wri¬ 
ters,  may  be  faid  to  confift  in  an  equal,  calm,  and 
uniform  motion,  or  circulation  of  the  blood  and  jui¬ 
ces,  through  all  the  tubes  and  canals  of  the  human 
frame  :  Every  thing,  therefore,  which  has  a  ten¬ 
dency  to  difturb,  or  obftrudt,  to  accelerate,  or  retard 
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this  motion  and  diftribution  of  the  animal  fluids  thro’ 
their  refpedtive  ftrainers,  muft  confequently  introduce 
difeales  of  one  kind  or  other,  and  deftroy  the  peace 
and  tranquillity  of  the  animal  oeconomy.  All  ha¬ 
bitual  exceffes,  which  tend  to  interrupt  this  peaceful 
harmony  and  equilibrium,  are  condemn’d  at  once,  as 
very  pernicious  to  the  conftitution,  I  need  not 
mention  in  particular,  intemperance  of  all  forts,  viz. 
too  great  an  indulgence  to  animal  foods,  high  feafon’d 
difhes,  and  all  the  poifonous  preparations  of  refin’d 
cookery  j  hard  drinking,  violent  exercifes,  violent 
paffions,  midnight  hours,  &c.  which  tend  to 
give  too  quick  a  motion  to  the  fluids,  to  hurry  on 
the  vital  tide  too  faft,  without  giving  it  time  to  per¬ 
form  the  proper  fecretions :  Not  that  all  excels  is  to 
be  condemn’d  at  proper  feafons,  if  not  repeated  too 
often.  The  circulation  may  be  fometimes  too  dull 
and  languid,  and  a  feafonable  indulgence  will  tend  to 
exalt  the  fpirits,  remove  the  lentor,  and  give  new 
life  and  vigor  to  the  gloomy  frame  :  Like  a  fib  ip  at 
fea,  we  may  fometimes  fuffer  by  a  calm,  as  well  as  a 
ftorm  :  Or  like  ftagnating  air  and  water,  which  will 
corrupt,  and  lofe  its  fpring,  without  proper  breezes 
to  fan  the  current,  and  give  it  new  life  and  motion. 
But  here  recreations,  and  the  diverfions  of  exercife. 
will  anfwer  the  fame  end,  in  a  much  fafer,  and  more 
effectual  manner,  than  company  and  the  bottle.  But 
all  vigorous  exercifes,  fuch  as  quoits,  tennis,  racing, 

and 


[  34«  ] 

(hooting,  wreftling,  &c.  are  now  reckon'd  too  robuft 
and  clownifh  for  the  modifh  effeminacys,  and  genteel 
refinements  of  the  modern  gentlemen  of  tafte  and  , 
pleafure.  Tho'  they  were  the  healthy  amufements  of 
people  of  the  firft  rank,  for  fortune,  parts,  and  wif- 
dom,  amongft  our  anceftors  ;  they  are  now  rank'd 
amongft  bear-garden  recreations,  and  ruftic  paftimes, 
at  country  villages  and  rural  wakes. 

This  is  juftly  fatyriz’d  by  Dryden — 

Our  wife  forefathers  liv'd  on  frnple  foody 
Toil  ftrung  their  nerves ,  toil  purify' d  their  bloody 
But  we  their  fonsy  a  pamper'd  race  of  meny  &c. 

But  thefe  gentlemen  of  elegant  tafte,  and  falfe  plea¬ 
fure,  need  no  other  rebuke  or  chaftifement,  than  that 
which  is  the  common  refult  of  their  licentious  fife, 
and  voluptuous  unnatural  indulgencys,  which  are  di- 
feafe,  fhort  life,  and  all  the  gloomy  train  of  ills  which 
attend  a  weak  ftate  of  nerves,  and  hypocondriacal 
depreffions ;  the  gout,  the  fcurvy,  the  gravel,  or 
dropfy,  to  whofe  company  I  leave  them. 

All  the  diforders  which  are  incident  to  the  hu¬ 
man  frame,  may  admit  of  two  general  divifions,  and 
are  either  original,  and  hereditary,  or  artificial,  and 
acquir'd.  The  chief  balls  and  foundation  of  health 
confifts  in  a  natural  found  ftate  of  folids,  or  what 
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is  commonly  called  a  good  confiitution.  The  old 
faying  or  axiom  is  always  true — Gaudeant  bene  nati. 
The  mala  jlamma  can  never  be  entirely  re¬ 

cover'd  by  all  the  art  of  phvfic,  nor  all  the  diligence  of 
regimen.  It  is  like  a  natural  bad  intractable  foil,  or  a 
dull  heavy  faturnine  genius,  which  defeat  and  fruArate 
all  the  fkill  of  cultivation  and  manure,  and  all  the 
pains  of  education  and  inAru&ion  :  But  for  one  who 
inherits  a  bad  natural  conAitution,  there  are  fifty  that 
deftroy  a  good  one.  Lord  Bacon  carry’d  this  mat¬ 
ter  fo  far,  as  to  fay,  That  fcarce  one  in  a  thoufand 
dy’d  a  natural  death. 

When  the  frame  and  texture  of  the  habit  is  thus 
originally  bad,  the  beA  method  is  to  live  by  rule,  and 
to  fly  to  the  afliflance  of  art  to  repair  and  patch  up  in 
fome  meafure  the  defects  of  nature  :  Like  a  build¬ 
ing  compos'd  of  brittle  materials,  it  mud  be  (bor’d 
and  prop’d  up  occafionally,  tho’  it  can  never  be 
found  and  Arong.  People  of  this  unhappy  com¬ 
plexion,  are  obliged  to  live  regularly,  and  to  have  a 
ftridt  regard  to  all  the  non-naturals  :  And  by  this 
means  fome  of  the  mod  tender  and  delicate  nerves 
fpin  out  the  thread  of  life  to  a  longer  period  than 
others  of  a  more  robuA  and  athletic  compofition  ; 
who  depending  on  the  (Length  of  their  conflitution, 
and  hurry’d  on  by  a  luxuriant  impetuofity  of  fpirits, 
indulge  to  thofe  excefTes  which  foon  terminate  in  acute 

difeafes. 


difeafes.  And  it  univerfally  holds  good  in  thefe  cafes* 
that  the  dronger  the  habit,  the  dronger  and  more  vi¬ 
olent  is  the  didemper  as  lightning  exerts  its  influence 
more  furioufly  on  folid  bodys,  and  rages  the  more 
where  it  meets  with  the  greated  refinance.  To 
thofe  who  are  born  with  weak  flaccid  fibres*  or  bad 
juices,  I  would  recommend  from  their  infancy, 
along  with  proper  medicines,  the  lighted:  and  mod 
limple  nutriments,  as  well  as  thin  cloathing,  without 
the  pernicious  cramps  and  confinements  of  tight 
fwathing,  and  the  barbarous  cudom  of  clofe  ban¬ 
dage,  and  ligatures  ;  which  are  little  better  than  com¬ 
mitting  the  innocent  babe  to  prifon,  under  the  tor¬ 
ture  and  punifihment  of  pins,  rollers,  fhackles,  and 
linnen  fetters  ;  by  whofe  comprefllon  the  tender 
limbs  of  infants  are  clogg’d  in  their  growth,  which 
ought  to  have  their  full  play,  extenfion,  and  liberty. 
And  this  rule  will  hold  univerfally  in  all  cafes. 

Air,  exercife,  and  cold  bathing,  are  alfo  very 
ferviceable,  when  they  can  be  comply’d  with,  to 
anfwer  the  fame  intentions  of  invigorating  the  habit. 
As  to  bathing,  few  have  either  the  courage,  or  con¬ 
venience  to  fubmit  to  cold  immerfion  $  and  forne  of 
tender  nerves  can’t  well  bear  the  (hock  of  fo  fudden  a 
tranfition :  To  fuch  I  wou’d  advifc  what  has  been 
feldom  thought  of,  but  what  has  been  often  pradtis’d 
withfuccefs  >  and  this  is  walking,  or  exercifing  naked. 
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in  any  proper  apartment,  pr  convenient  court  or 
garden  :  This  is  bathing  in  the  atmofphere :  In  a 
winter  morning,  it  is  a  gentler  cold  bath  :  And  if 
pradis’d  often  with  fridion,  will  vaftly  promote 
health, by  cleanfing,  and  deterging  the  cutaneous  glands, 
and  promoting  infenfible  perfpiration.  But  the  ufe  of 
old,  is  the  flrigil ,  now  laid  afide,  and  quite 
inconfiftent  with  the  nicety  and  effeminacy  of 
the  prefen t  age.  The  antients  very  wifely  and  fuc- 
cefsfully  recommended  a  variety  of  exercifes  for  re- 
florin  g  weak  conffitutions,  of  which  we  know  but 

little  more  than  the  name.  Galen .  in  his  book 

1  > 

de  Sanitate  tuenda,  has  wrote  a  large  treatife  on 
the  benefit  of  the  flrigil ,  or  flefh-brulh,  and  the 
vaft  advantage  of  frequent  chafing,  in  a  variety  of 
cafes.  The  Dijcus ,  and  the  parva  pila,  were  often 
made  ufe  of,  not  only  for  pleafure  and  recreation, 
but  to  preferve  health,  open  the  pores,  and  flrengthen 
the  fibres  in  particular  diforders.  Fumigation  was 
alfo  of  great  ufe,  as  well  as  Fridion.  As  to  Fric¬ 
tion,  it  is  ft  ill  a  common  faying  among  the  Indians % 
that  none  have  the  gout  to  any  great  degree,  who 
have  flaves  enough  to  rub  them  :  But  horfes  have 
now  only  the  benefit  of  this  exercife.  Of  Fumiga¬ 
tion,  as  pradis’d  by  the  antients,  we  know  nothing 
now,  any  farther  than  the  tranfitory  relief  of  Jal 
volatile ,  or  harjhorn  to  fainting  or  dying  people,  of 
the  modern  pradice  of  taking  Inutf,  which  is  fo  far 
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from  being  ferviceable,  unlefs  to  divert  fome  rheum, 
that  it  is  become  a  very  pernicious  cuftom,  by  clogging 
the  head,  and  blunting  the  fenfation  of  the  olfadory 
nerves.  J delation ,  and  the  heffii  penjiles ,  were  very 
much  in  requeft  amongft  the  Romans ,  and  anfwer’d 
the  end  of  opiates  now.  Many  other  exercifes  were 
formerly  recommended,  of  which  Herodicus^  Mer- 
curialis ,  and  other  gymnaftic  writers  have  copioufly 
treated. 

Having  thus  given  fome  general  hints,  and 
directions,  for  the  condud  of  hereditary  conftitutional 
valetudinarians ;  the  next  method  or  ftep  propofed, 
was  to  exhibit  fome  rules  for  the  preiervation  of 
health  in  a  good  conftitution*  and  the  cure  or  miti¬ 
gation  of  acquired  diforders.  And  here  it  may  be 
laid  down  for  a  fundamental  axiom.  That  ’tis  much 
eafier  to  preferve  health,  than  to  reftore  it  when 
loft.  It  is  certainly  very  much  in  our  own  power, 
whether  we  will  be  lick,  or  well,  happy,  or  refera¬ 
ble,  It  is  but  to  hearken  to  the  voice  of  wifdom, 
and  attend  to  the  fober  didates  of  calm  fenfe,  and 
reafon.  Difeafes,  and  iicknefs  will  indeed  often  pro¬ 
ceed  from  contagious  effluvia,  various  accidents,  from 
impreffions  of  the  air,  and  other  involuntary  cau- 
fes ;  but  they  are  oftner  the  effed  of  our  own 
irregular  it  ys. 
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I  shall  here  only  mention  three  things  which 
very  much  contribute  to  the  prefervation  of  our 
health :  Temperance ,  Chearfulnefs,  and  Exercife . 
On  thefe  three  rules,  like  fo  many  fprings  or  move¬ 
ments,  the  wheels  of  life,  or  the  animal  machine, 
may  glide  on  fmooth,  and  ferene,  ’till  the  oil,  which 
nourishes  the  lamp,  is  fpent,  and  nature  finks  under 
the  ruft  of  time,  and  the  burden  of  years.  Tem¬ 
perance  has  been  fo  frequently  and  juftly  recom¬ 
mended  by  divines,  phyficians,  and  philofophers, 
in  all  ages,  that  ’tis  alrnoft  needlefs  to  expatiate  on 
fuch  a  beaten  iubjedt.  But,  notwithstanding  all 
thefe  admonitions,  it  is  but  to  little  pqrpofe  to  dic¬ 
tate  to  the  gayety  of  youth,  the  madnefs  of  pleafure, 
the  invitations  of  company,  and  all  the  luxuriant 
fallys  of  juvenile  heat*  A  fhort  life  and  a  merry 
one  carrys  it.  But  the  misfortune  is,  thefe  gentle¬ 
men  of  riot  and  extravagance,  mifs  of  their  imagi¬ 
nary  aim,  and  lofe  their  happinefs  in  ficknefs  and 
difeafe,  before  they  have  finifh'd  the  race  of  pleafure. 
The  fight  of  a  hofpital  or  a  church-yard,  would  be 
a  better  monitor  to  fuch  debauchees,  than  all  the 
ledtures  of  morality,  and  the  precepts  of  phyfic. 
The  difeafes  of  the  one,  the  agonys  and  convul- 
fions  of  an  abus’d,  and  ruin'd  conftitution,  and  the 
gloomy  horror  of  the  other,  would  preach  more 
powerfully  than  Socrates  or  Seneca ,  Sydenham  or 
Sherlock . 

Z  z  Bitt 
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But  having  committed  thefe  lunatic  libertines  to 
the  hofpital,  for  the  cure  of  this  diforder  of  the 
mind,  I  ihall  quote  a  few  lines  fuitable  to  the  fubjed. 


Health  fooths  awhile  the  gay  voluptuous  /parky 
A fever  argues  better  than  a  Clark . 

Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  eafe , 

And  fweat  all  night  at  Socrates  : 

A  mould' ring  tomby  or  dying  bed , 

Says  all  that  the  old  J ages  /aid. 

For  mey  thefe  flatter'd  bones  contain 
More  morals  than  the  Vatican  : 

For  when  I  find  my  virtue  faily 
And  vice  and  luxury  prevail , 

Among  the  tombs  I'll  take  a  turny 
And  meditate  on  Scipio’j  urn  ; 

Fhere  the  vile  foot  of  every  Jlave 
hifults  a  Charles  or  a  Guftave ; 

Beggars  with  awful  afles  fporty 
And  tread  the  Casfars  in  the  dirt . 

**' y.  j.  *  ^ ..  •  ft/  7  \  -> 

•:  ;  .  • 

Our  exiflence  in  this  life  is  not  unfitly  compar'd, 
as  well  by  divines,  as  poets  and  philofophers,  to  a 
voyage,  or  tranfitory  paflage  over  a  dangerous,  rough, 
and  fluduating  fea,  ruffled  with  ftorms,  and  agitated 
by  tempefts,  full  of  fhoals,  fands  and  pirates, 
where  reafon  is  the  guide,  and  poleftar,  and  experi¬ 
ence  the  beft  pilot, 

'  **  *  y ' 


Thro’ 


$ 
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f  *• 

4 Thro ’  life's  vafl  ocean ,  diverjly  we  fail , 

Reafon  the  card}  but  pafion  is  the  gale ,  &c. 

Pope. 

This  comparifon  is  made  ufeof  by  Homer,  who 
paints  out  human  life  in  the  Odyffey,  by  reprefenting 
TJlyjfes  and  Telemachus  failing  over  various  feas,  under 
the  conduct  of  Mentor ,  or  Wifdom.  On  onecoaft 
the  Syrens ,  with  all  the  allurements  of  love,  on 
another  Circe ,  with  the  intoxicating  fnares  of  wine, 
and  luxurious  arts,  try  all  their  fkill  to  feduce  the 
youthful  traveller  ;  which  is  beautifully  allegoriz’d  by 
the  transformation  into  fwine,  or  fots.  But  the 
young  adventurer,  with  heroic  fortitude,  refifts  all 
temptations, ’till  he  arrives  fafe  at  the  deftin’d  harbour. 

Next  to  Temperance ,  Chearfulnefs  has  a  great 
tendency  to  promote,  and  preferve  health.  As  there 
is  a  near  communication,  and  fympathy  between  the 
intellectual,  and  organical  frame,  whatever  affeCts 
one,  muft  alfo  influence  the  other.  This  is  too  evi¬ 
dent  to  require  much  iliuftration.  How  many  have 
pin’d  away  in  atrophy s,  and  dilfolv’d  in  confumptions, 
by  grief,  anxiety,  and  difappointed  love,  which  like 
a  filent  canker,  or  fubterranean  fire,  prey  on  the  vi¬ 
tals,  and  fap  the  ftrongeft  conflitution. — — Vulnus 
alit  Venus ,  et  coeco  carpitur  igne%— — Gayety,  and 
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chearfulnefs  awaken  every  faculty  of  the  foul,  exalt 
the  fpirits,  and  diffufe  new  life  and  vigor  o'er  the 
animal  frame.  It  was  an  old  faying — Ira  furor 
brevis  ejl — or,  anger  is  a  fhort  madnefs.  It  may  be 
as  well  call’d  a  fever  of  a  fhort  duration.  And  thofe 
who  are  fubjed  to  frequent  returns  of  thefe  fits,  or 
paroxyfms  of  paffion,  ought  to  bleed,  and  be  dieted> 
as  much  as  thofe  who  labour  under  an  acute  diftem- 
per,  attended  with  great  inflamation,  convullive  mo¬ 
tions,  and  a  high  delirium  :  people  fubjed  to  anger 
being  affeded  with  the  fame  lymptoms.  The  go¬ 
vernment  of  the  paffions  therefore,  as  it  is  conneded 
with  the  prefervation  of  health,  falls  under  the  pro¬ 
vince  of  phyfic,  as  well  as  morality.  When  the 
mind  is  calm  and  ferene,  the  fpirits  and  vital  tide  are 
calm  and  compos'd  too;  the  animal  frame  fympathizes 
in  the  peaceful  harmony,  and  moves  in  a  fedate  and 
regular  manner.  But  violent  paffions,  like  a  hurri¬ 
cane,  throw  all  into  a  ferment,  and  deftroy  that  equi¬ 
librium,  and  tranquility,  in  which  health  confifts. 
Paffion  raifes  a  tern  pe  ft  in  the  conftitution,  and  is  a 
Tort  of  earthquake  in  the  human  frame.  We  can’t 
command  the  elements  without,  nor  regulate  the 
clouds,  die  winds  and  the  vapours  ;  but  'tis  very 
much  in  our  power  to  keep  fair  weather,  and  fun- 
fhine  within.  This  fubjed  of  the  regulation  of  our 
^ffions  has  been  fo  often  ill  unrated  by  the  beft  au¬ 
thors,  that  'tis  impoffible  to  fay  much  upon  it  with¬ 
out 
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out  tautology  :  Tho’  fuch  diredions  cannot  be  incul¬ 
cated  too  often  ;  nor  Marcus  Antonias ,  Seneca  s  and 
EpiBetuSy  be  confulted  too  much  on  this  occafion. 
But  I  fhall  conclude  thefe  remarks  with  fome  quo¬ 
tations  from  one  of  the  greateft  princes,  as  well  as 
the  wiieft  philofopher  amongft  the  antients  $  how¬ 
ever  unfafhionable  fuch  citations  may  be.  Be  not 
hajiy  in  thy  fpirit  to  be  angry ,  for  anger  rejletb  in 
the  bofom  of  fools .  Avoid  ftrife  and  contention ,  and 
peace  jhall  prolong  thy  days .  Ecclef. 

Next  to  the  peace  and  tranquility  of  the  mind, 
the  exercije  of  the  body  (to  which  may  be  added 
air)  is  vaftly  conducive  to  the  prefervation  of  health. 
The  very  frame  and  ftrudure  of  our  bodys,  filently 
admonilhes  us  that  we  were  made  for  an  adive  life. 
Every  organ,  and  every  nerve,  is  form’d  to  bear  the 
ply  and  flexibility  of  motion,  and  the  mufcles  to 
Aide  on  lubricating  cartilages,  like  fo  many  pulleys. 
Without  frequent  motion,  the  blood  will  flagnate, 
and  the  circulation  become  languid  in  the  capiilaiys, 
the  fibres  ftiff  and  rigid,  and  contrad  a  fort  of  -ruft 
like  clocks,  watches,  and  other  machines,  if  not 
wound  up,  and  fet  a  going. 

T  -  '  '  -  v  j;’  ,  ; 

Next  to  Exercife ,  there  is  nothing  contributes 

more  to  preferve  health  than  air,  which  may  be 

very  properly  called  the  breath  of  lift.  People  who 
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confine  themfelves  to  little,  clofe,  wainfcotted  rooms, 
are  for  this  reafon  apt  to  be  unhealthy  ;  fcbjed  to 
palpitations,  nervous  oppreffions,  and  liable  to  take 
cold.  Some  modern  rooms  are,  in  a  leffer  degree, 
like  exhaujied  receivers  ;  and  was  it  not  tor  the  be¬ 
nefit  of  a  chimney,  thole  who  indulge  to  an  inadive 
fedentary  life,  would  be  in  great  danger  of  fuffb- 
cation.  It  is  certain,  that  thofe  who  are  moll  ex¬ 
pos'd  to  the  air,  can  beft  bear  the  imprefiions  of  it. 
Air  is  the  grand  indrument  and  engine  of  refpiration  ; 
and  it  depends  very  much  on  the  weight,  and  pref- 
fure  of  this  circumambient  body,  whether  we  are 
fick,  or  well,  gay  or  gloomy,  according  to  the  dif¬ 
ferent  effeds  of  its  rarefadion,  and  elafticity  ;  or  its 
laxity,  and  condenfation.  But  without  entering  into 
the  philofophy,  and  the  wonderful  texture,  and  pro- 
pertys  of  this  invifible  fluid,  the  effeds  of  it  are 
obvious,  and  apparent,  by  the  health,  vigour,  and 
long  lives  of  peafants,  fhepherds,  carriers,  and  others 
who  are  mod  expos'd  to  it,  in  ali  its  varietys.  Thefe 
obfervations,  with  regard  to  air,  exercife,  &c,  may 
be  confirmed  by  many  indances  of  longevity  ;  and 
the  examples  of  thofe  who  have  run  out  the  longed 
races,  with  health,  and  vigour;  who  commonly  lived 
in  rural  abodes,  mountains,  and  defarts,  with  great 
temperance,  exercife,  and  fimplicity  of  diet :  Such  as 
the  BritiJhDruidsy  thzPatriarchs,  the  Indian  Brach- 
mans,  the  primitive  Fathers  and  Hermits ,  amongd 
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whom  a  hundred  years  was  no  uncommon  date.  I 
cou’d  here  mention  many  more  recent  inftances  in 
our  own  climate  $  fuch  as  Donald  Ray ,  of  Skie , 
Henry  Jenkins,  of  Yorkfhirey  who  dy’d  at  163,  and 
is  reckon’d  the  oldeft  perfon  we  have  any  account  of 
in  ftory  fmce  the  deluge  ;  and  Thomas  Parr ,  who 
was  brought  to  court  at  152,  in  the  reign  of  King 
Charles  the  fir  ft,  to  receive  an  untimely  end,  even  at 
that  age,  by  the  fmoak  and  diet  of  a  city. 

It  is  evident  from  hence,  that  health,  vigor,  and 
long  life,  are  the  genuine  offspring  of  fobriety 
and  exercife  ;  that  they  thrive  more  in  barren  re¬ 
gions,  and  defart  mountains,  than  in  the  fruitful 
plains  of  Campaniay  or  Andalufia  ;  that  nature  is 
content  with  little  \  but  that  air,  earth,  and  fea,  and 
all  the  elements,  cannot  fatisfy  either  the  thirft  of 
ambition,  or  the  cravings  and  madnefs  of  luxurious 
epicures. 

After  recommending  thefe  general  precepts  for 
the  prefervation  of  health,  and  the  prevention  of 
difeafes,  the  next  intention  was  to  give  feme  direc¬ 
tions  for  the  reftoring  loft  health,  and  the  cure  of  di£- 
tempers,  by  proper  regimen  and  medicines. 

V  .  J 

And  here  it  may  be  laid  down  as  a  certain  funda¬ 
mental  axiom ,  or  propofition, — ' That  the  method  of 
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cure  muff:  vary,  and  differ  according  to  the  different 
habit,  and  conftitution  of  the  patient ;  as  well  as 
their  different  climate,  air,  manner  of  living,  feafon 
of  the  year,  age,  and  other  circumftances.  Different 
complexions,  conftitutions,  and  caufes  of  diffem- 
pers,  call  for  different  ways  and  means  of  treating 
them :  A  perfon  of  a  thin,  choleric,  vigorous,  and 
fangtaine  temperament,  certainly  requires  other  me¬ 
dicines,  and  management,  than  the  melancholy,  the 
corpulent,  the  cold,  and  leucophlegmatic :  The  fame 
holds  good  with  regard  to  the  other  diftin&ions : 
And  indeed  the  chief  practice  of  phyfic,  confifts  in 
fuiting  and  adapting  the  regimen,  according  to  all  the 
exigencys  of  the  cafe,  and  the  varietys  of  habit,  &c . 
We  might  as  well  find  out  one  garment  to  fit  every 
fiiape  of  body,  and  one  laft  for  every  foot,  as  one  re¬ 
ceipt,  or  file  of  medicines,  to  accommodate  itfelf  to 
all  diforders*  This  fhews  the  folly  and  abfurdity  of 
•all  univerfai,  infallible  remedys. 

As  we  are  form’d  according  to  the  ftridteft  laws  of 
mechanifm  ;  and  as  the  greateft,  and  moft  won¬ 
derful  ikill,  and  wifdom,  are  difplay’d  in  the  ftruc- 
ture,  and  organization  of  our  frames  $  regulated  by 
the  laws  of  motion,  and  the  forces  of  mufcular 
power,  it  certainly  requires  fome  (kill,  if  not  ma¬ 
thematical  knowledge,  to  reftifv  the  diforders  of 
fuch  a  complicated  machine.  As  to  our  external 
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frame,  we  refemble  clocks,  or  other  automata,  or 
rather  an  hydraulic  machine  ;  where  the  heart,  like  a 
central  fountain,  diftributes  the  purple  tide,  thro*  an 
infinite  number  of  cylindrical  pipes,  tubes,  and  ca¬ 
nals,  and  is  lubjed  to  the  fame  laws  as  other  propell’d 
fluids.*  As  almofl  all  dilorders  may  be  accounted 
for  from  too  great  a  velocity,  or  too  great  a  lentor, 
and  fluggifhnefs  in  the  circulation,  the  method  of 
cure  muft  depend  very  much  on  adjufting  the  powers 
of  medicines,  or  their  vis  momenti ,  according  to 
the  greater,  or  lefs  refiftance  they  meet  with.  Such 
reafoning,  founded  on  the  principles  of  mechanical 
philofophy,  may  be  in  many  inftances  applyed  to 
rectify  the  obftrudions  of  the  animal  machine  ;  tho* 
not  with  fuch  a  degree  of  certainty  as  an  artificer, 
who  can  take  abroad  and  infped  the  wheels,  and 
movements  of  an  inanimate  machine;  yet  a  great 
deal  may  be  done  by  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
human  ftrudure,  and  the  laws  of  fecretion,  com¬ 
par’d  to  the  ignorance  of  thofe,  who  depend  on  mere 
experience  only,  and  occult,  im mechanical  operations. 

We  might  as  well  be  thought,  according  to  the 
Epicurean  dodrine,  to  be  created  by  chance,  and 

*  Di'vivi  conditons  mechanicen ,  fatis  admirari  non  pojfumus^  ad  re - 
gulas  Mathematical  plane  adaptatem - Willis.  Pharn  ac. 
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form’d  at  random,  as  to  be  cured  at  random.  To 
be  thus  harmonioufly  jumbled  together  by  a  cafual 
concourfe  of  particles,  and  the  declination  of  com¬ 
bining  atoms,  as  to  be  fet  to  rights,  and  adjufted  again, 
by  as  fortuitous  a  combination  of  medicines,  without 
meaning,  defign,  or  rational  direction  :  Therefore  all 
medicinal  applications,  which  are  founded  on  preca¬ 
rious  hypothefes,  and  owe  their  reputation  to  the 
plaufible,  chimerical,  and  idle  pretences  of  certainty 
and  infallibility,  ought  to  be  defpis’d  by  all  men  of 
fober  fenfe  and  judgment.  Such  empirical  fchemes 
are  as  romantic  and  impracticable,  as  the  inveftiga- 
tion  of  the  philofopher’s  ftone,  or  the  art  of  reftoring 
youth  to  old  age,  like  Jolaus .  All  thofe  pompous 
preparations  of  Elixirs  of  Lije>  Panaceas ,  Specifics , 
divine  Arcana ,  &c .  are  only  the  idle  dreams  of  en- 
thufiaftic  chymifts,  or  artful  importers,  and  are  fitter 
to  amufe  the  imagination,  than  to  inform  the  under- 
xtanding,  or  repair  a  broken  confutation.  Yet  fuch 
is  the  credulity  of  mankind,  that  people,  who  reafon 
well  in  other  matters,  are  daily  impos’d  on  by  fuch 
infallible  noftrums ;  which  are  faid  to  work  cures 
without  any  regard  to  (kill  or  judgment,  and  with¬ 
out  any  previous  preparation.  But  cures  perform’d 
in  this  manner,  muft  certainly  be  aferibed  to  mere 
chance,  or  to  charms,  and  fafeination.  Such  reme- 
dys,  whatever  they  be,  muft  be  fuppofed  to  have 
fome  fecret  commiffion  or  fagacity,  like  blood-hounds 
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on  the  fcent,  to  find  oat  the  guilty,  morbific  parti¬ 
cles,  expel  them  at  once,  and  put  them  to  a  total 
flight.  Thefe  gentlemen  of  miftery,  pretend  to 
cure  pleurifys  without  bleeding,  fevers  without 
fweating,  and  all  foulnefs  and  obdrudtions  in  the  do  - 
mach,  and  primes  vice ,  without  vomiting,  or  pur¬ 
ging.  But  Augeas9 s  liable  might  as  foon  be  cleanfed 
by  a  bucket  of  water,  as  fuch  loads  removed  without 
fome  evacuation,  unlefs  fading  will  do  the  bufinefs. 
In  all  thefe  cafes,  it  is  certainly  belt  to  follow  the 
light  and  dictates  of  nature,  which  direct  us  far 
otherwife.  A  furfeit,  or  crapula,  is  often  cured  by 
a  natural  vomiting,  or  purging ;  colds,  and  the  firft 
attacks  of  a  fever,  by  natural  fweats ;  a  plethora  by 
natural  haemorrhages,  or  critical  difeharges  of  one 
kind  or  other ;  At  lead  nature,  or  the  conftitution 
exerts  its  efforts,  by  fome  fuch  methods,  to  conquer 
the  difeafe,  which,  if  too  weak,  calls  for  the  a ffi fi¬ 
ance  of  art.  But  dill  nature  is  the  guide  and  poleftar, 
to  diredl  us  how  to  proceed,  and  deer  the  medi¬ 
cal  courfe  :  Without  whofe  facred  light,  and  influence, 
we  are  expos’d  to  the  naked  rocks,  and  barren  fhoals 
of  ignorance,  or  fubjedt  to  the  capricious  diredion  of 
every  wanton  gale,  and  the  piratical  attacks  of  quacks, 
and  empirics,  who  board  us  under  falfe  colours. 

But  without  entering  into  any  philofophical  en- 
quirys  and  reafonings,  which  I  have  no  room  for 
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here,  I  have  always  found,  after  much  experience 
and  obfervation,  that  the  cure  of  moft  difeafes,  whe¬ 
ther  acute  or  chronical,  depends  very  much  on  (eafo- 
nable  evacuations,  at  the  firft  approach  and  formation 
of  the  diftemper,  by  bleeding  or  cleanling  the  fto- 
mach,  and  primes  via ,  or  grand  alimentary  duCt,  ac¬ 
cording  as  the  habit  requires.  It  is  reafonable  to  con¬ 
clude,  as  well  as  matter  of  faCt,  that  moft  diforders 
are  originally  deriv’d  from  fome  irregularitys,  and  in- 
digeftion  in  thofe  parts :  and  where  the  caufe  is,  the 
remedy  ought  to  be  apply ’d.  ’Twill  be  to  little  pur- 
pofe  to  aim  at  cleanfing,  and  rectifying  the  remoter 
cells,  and  finer  tubes  of  the  human  body,  when  the 
obftruCtion  lies  in  the  larger  canals,  and  grand  recepta¬ 
cles.  We  might,  with  equal  reafon,  attempt  tofeour 
the  diftant  pipes  and  branches  of  an  aquasduCt,  when 
the  fault,  or  ftoppage  lies  in  the  bafon,  or  original  foun-* 
tain.  This  is  beginning  at  the  wrong  end,  and  will 
never  fucceed  in  practice,  however  plaufible  it  may 
appear  in  fpeculation. 

Most  diforders  in  our  climate,  except  thofe  which 
are  the  growth  of  intemperance,  are  owing  to  an  ob- 
ftruCted  perfpiration,  or  what  is  commonly  call’d 
taking  cold.  In  thefe  cafes  the  perfpirable  particles, 
or  invifible  fleam,  which  ought  to  pafs  off  thro’  the 
cutaneous  glands,  is  throwft  in  upon  fome  of  the  lar¬ 
ger,  and  noble  organs,  the  ftomach,  lungs,  or  vilce* 
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ra.  Here  the  constitution,  fenfible  of  an  unufoal 
load,  endeavours  to  expel  and  difcharge  itfelf  of  the 
burthen,  by  various  efforts  of  vomiting,  purging, 
fweating,  &c.  Thus  we  are  plainly  directed  what 
method  to  take,  fince  as  as  we  are  form’d  on  the 
principles  of  felf-prefervation,  nature  never  errs  in  her 
firft  attempts  to  relieve  itfelf :  and  ’tis  certain  there  are 
more  diforders  prevented  by  attending  to  thefe  firft 
motions  and  admonitions,  than  ever  are  cured  after¬ 
wards.  When  we  have  thus  finish'd  the  great  fun¬ 
damental  bufinefs  of  evacuation,  the  next  itep  is,  to 
reduce,  or  direct  the  o'er-flowing  juices,  like  {wel¬ 
ling  ftreams,  into  their  antient  duds  and  channels 
again.  As  obftruded  perfpiration  is  the  original,  or 
at  leaft,  general  caufe  of  all  fevers,  the  method  of 
treating  them  in  particular,  is  plainly  pointed  out,  viz. 
To  open  the  fecretory,  cutaneous  pores,  by  gentle 
diaphoretics,  and  plentiful  dilution,  or  in  other  words 
to  attenuate  the  too  great  vifcidity  and  cohelion  of  the 
blood,  which  is  commonly  the  cafe  in  fevers  of  all 
denominations :  as  the  materia  medica  abounds  with 
fudorifics,  thofe  ought  to  be  feleded,  which  are 
mod  appropriated  to  the  exigencys  of  the  cafe,  or 
the  various  Symptoms  of  the  fever.  But  in  the  ge¬ 
neral,  I  have  always  experienc'd  that  the  teftacea , 
either  with  or  without  the  fcrpeniaria. ,  or  (ome  other 
‘warm  drug,  the  maft  universally  fuccdsful.  A  fever 
is  a  term -of  a  vague,  loofe,  undetermined  meaning ; 
,r- -  but 
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but  without  entering  into  all  its  divifions,  it  may  be 
rang’d  under  two  general  heads,  which  comprehend 
almoft  all  the  different  fpecies,  viz.  inflammatory 
or  nervousy  and  deprefs’d  ;  high,  or  low,  effluent,  or 
influent ;  thefe  difbindt  tribes  require  as  diftindt  and 
different  a  management.  In  the  firft  clafs,  when  the 
blood  runs  high,  with  an  impetuous  tide,  turgid 
pulfe,  deliria,  &c.  the  patient  cannot  be  kept  too 
low,  nor  dilution  indulg’d  too  much :  the  milder 
t  eft  ace  a  y  affifted  with  cooling  falts,  and  pacific  emul- 
fions,  are  highly  neceffary,  to  lelfen  the  velocity,  and 
impetus  of  the  tumultuous  fluids.  But  in  the  flow, 
or  deprefs’d  kind,  the  warmer  medicines  muff  take 
place,  to  diffufe  the  vital  heat,  to  quicken  the  lan¬ 
guid  circulation,  and  divert  the  diforder  from  the 
vifcera,  and  internal  parts,  where  it  is  apt  to  cen¬ 
ter.  Bliftering  is,  more  particularly  here,  of  great 
and  univerfal  ufe,  as  nothing  takes  off  the  lentor  of 
the  blood,  more  than  this  ftimulus,  nor  opens  the 
fecretions  better ;  and  is  confequently  a  mofl  power¬ 
ful  and  fafe  diluter,  and  attenuator,  efpecially  when 
there  is  any  difpofition  to  comatofe  fymptoms.  As 
to  particular,  local  fevers,  fuch  as  the  pleurify,  an¬ 
gina,  fciatica,  &c.  I  have  always  found,  after  pro¬ 
per  phlebotomy,  that  bliftering  as  near  as  poffible  to 
the  part  affedted,  (with  dilution,  and  fuitable  atten¬ 
uating  medicines)  has  caus’d  the  moft  immediate 
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derivation  and  relief.  And  in  all  vertigoes,  epilepfys,and 
lethargic  cafes,  where  the  head  is  originally  affedted, 
there  is  nothing  better  than  a  large  epifpaftic,  to  take  in 
aU  the  back  part  of  the  head,  like  a  large  coif ;  which, 
if  applied  in  time,  commonly  gives  a  certain  relief. 

*  ‘  f  fi 

These  general  hints  will  fufficc  for  the  condudt  of 
moft  fevers,  except  thofe  of  an  irregular ,  anoma¬ 
lous  kind,  which  fall  under  no  proper  rule',  and  are 
fubjed  to  no  laws,  but  the  all  wife,  unerring,  and 
univerfal  cognizance  of  a  Jpecific  doctor ;  who  can 
provide  for  all  thefe  varietys,  and  contingencys  at  once, 
by  fome  infallible  Proteus  like  medicine,  that  can 
fhift  itfelf  into  all  forms,  and  be  accommodated  to 
all  conftitutions,  and  exigencys,  like  a  conjurer’s  cap, 
or  a  magic  lanthorn.  Of  this  kind  are  Dr.  Henry  s 
and  James’s  powders,  and  twenty  other  infallible, 
omnipotent  noflrums ,  which  are  to  cure  by  patent, 
and  to  perform  miracles  by  the  fandion  of  fenates, 
and  the  authority  of  parliament.  But  a  conclave  of 
cardinals,  and  venerable  fynods  may,  with  as  good  a 
grace,  didate  to  our  faith  and  underftanding,  as  thefe 
to  our  health  j  and  infallible  councils  as  well  iav^ 
our  fouls,  as  the  other  our  lives.  Thefe  panacea, n 
remedys  are  calculated  ror  all  feveis  indiiteiently,  as 
well  as  other  diforders,  and  are  to  cure  at  all  events, 
and  ferve  for  all  meridians :  T.  hey  ate  to  perform  the 

attack,  and  fall  on  at  once,  without  regard  to  any  pre- 
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vious  method,  order,  or  evacuation.  Sometimes*  in¬ 
deed,  like  bold  undifciplin’d  troops,  they  may  obtain 
the  victory,  by  the  fuddennefs,  and  impetuofity  of  the 
onfet,  more  by  furprize,  than  prudence.  But  the 
wife  and  cautious  phyfician,  like  a  difcreet  general, 
makes  his  approaches  in  a  calm  and  regular  manner 3 
he  obferves  the  poflure  of  the  enemy,  and  the  difpo- 
fition  of  the  ground.  The  empiric  fhoots  at  ran¬ 
dom  3  the  other  attacks  with  art,  and  is  conducted  by 
difcretion.  But  credulity  will  carry  it,  while  the 
world  is  more  govern’d  by  the  caprice  of  novelty  and 
prodigy,  than  by  reafon  and  common  fenfe  3  for  there 
is  certainly  a  great  deal  of  my  fiery,  enthufiafm,  and 
fanaticifm  in  phyfic,  as  well  as  in  divinity.  Tho’ 
freedom  of  writing,  and  enquiry,  has  gone  a  great 
way,  in  breaking  the  fpell,  and  diffolving  the  en¬ 
chantment,  fince  the  days  of  Fan  Helmont  and  Pa~ 
raceljuu 

My  next  intention  is  to  add  a  few  obfervations, 
with  regard  to  chronical  diforders.  In  thefe  cafes 
there  is  more  room,  and  time,  and  a  larger  field  for 
medicines  to  exert  their  force,  than  in  acute  cafes, 
which  foon  terminate,  and  come  to  a  crijis.  The  1 Ma¬ 
teria  Medica ,  in  both  the  mineral  and  vegetable  king¬ 
doms,  abounds  with  an  infinite  number  of  medi¬ 
cines,  of  various  virtue  and  intention,  either  fudori - 
diuretic 3  alterative ,  &c.  according  as  the  con¬ 
futation 
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ftitution  is  difposkl,  or  as  nature  points  out  the  way. 
Here  experience  and  obfervation  mufi  be  the  chiet 
guide,  fince  ’tis  impoffible  to  difcover  the  virtues  and 
properties  of  material  fubftances  a  priori ,  by  any  chy- 
mical  tortures,  or  microfcopical  infpedions :  The  tex¬ 
ture  and  configuration  of  the  parts  of  any  Ample,  af¬ 
ter  the  ftridteft  analytical  fcrutiny,  will  never  make  it 
confefs  its  latent  virtue  ;  no  philofophy,  for  infiance, 
could  difcover  that  the  particles  which  conftitute  lpe - 
cacuana ,  Jalaps  or  Aloes,  were  impregnated  with 
an  emetic,  or  cathartic  quality,  ’till  ufe  and  experience 
had  confirm’d  it. 

But  amidft  all  the  boundlefs  variety  of  Ample  or 
compound  remedy s,  there  are  three  in  modern  prac¬ 
tice,  of  remarkable  force  and  efficacy,  viz.  Opium , 
Mercury ,  and  the  Bark ,  at  leaf!:  in  obftinate  chroni¬ 
cal  cafes :  Thefe  are  the  three  grand  powers  or  pillars 
of  medicine  (except  the  clafs  ot  evacuating  remedys) 
on  which  the  whole  fabric  of  modern  practice  is  fup- 
ported  ;  and  if  any  great,  and  furprizing  cures  are 
perform’d,  it  is  chiefly  by  the  affiftance,  and  combina¬ 
tion  of  one  or  other  of  thofe  powerful  drugs. 

Op  ium,  by  its  pacific  quality,  gives  the  mofi  di¬ 
vine  and  fenfible  relief,  under  all  violent  and  torturing 
imprefiions  of  pain,  and  in  mofi:  diarrheas,  and  other 
preternatural,  profufe  difcharges ;  and  even  in  high 

A  a  2  in- 


\  , 

[  37°  ] 

inflammatory  fevers,  there  is  nothing  calms  the  fury 
and  impetuofity  of  the  blood  more  than  fome  ano¬ 
dyne  preparation  ;  it  is  alfo  vaftly  ferviceable  in  fome 
maniacal  cafes,  if  given  in  large  dofes,  after  proper 
evacuation,  for  the  fame  reafon.  A  perfon  in  a  high 
delirious  fever,  or  phrenfy,  being,  for  the  time,  in  a 
ftate  of  madnefs,  and  inflam'd  with  all  the  fymptoms 
of  a  maniac.  This  competing,  narcotic  drug,  tooths 
the  rage  of  the  fpirits,  takes  off  the  famulus  of  pain, 
and  throws  the  whole  frame  into  a  pleafing  calm  and 
tranquility,  diffufes  a  fort  of  mufic  and  harmony  on  the 
conftitution,  and  produces  the  fame  gentle  tranf- 
porfing  fenfation  on  the  body,  as  harmonious  founds 
on  the  mind.  Opium  has  alfo  a  very  great  and  fen- 
fible  effed,  when  applied  outwardly,  wfliich  demon- 
ftrates  that  it  is  of  a  moft  diffulive,  penetrating  na¬ 
ture.  I  have  often  known  violent  fits  of  the  cholic, 
and  pains  in  the  ftomach,  and  other  parts  relieved  by 
nothing  but  proper,  anodyne  plaifters,  where  the  in¬ 
ternal  ufe  of  it  could  not  be  complv’d  with. 

Next  to  Opium ,  Mercury  is  a  noble,  and  moft 
powerful  deobflruent.  As  it  is  compos’d  of  ex¬ 
tremely  fubtle,  volatile,  and  ponderous  particles,  it 
is  capable  by  the  heat,  and  mulcular  adion  of  the 
ftomach,  of  paffing  the  ladeals  in  a  fine  vapor,  or 
effluvium  ;  and  confequendy  nothing  is  fo  well  adap¬ 
ted  to  opep  all  glandular  obflrudions,  and  to  attenu¬ 
ate 
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ate  the  too  great  cohefion  of  the  blood,  by  means  of 
its  expanlive  power ,  fluidity  and  momentum .  As 
mod  chronic  diforders  are  to  be  afcrib’d  to  too  great 
a  vifcidity  or  lentor,  the  active  force  of  Mercury ,  ad- 
minider’d  in  lmall  quantitys,  diffolves  the  fizinefs, 
opens  the  natural  fecretions,  and  adts  as  a  glandu¬ 
lar  purge ,  and  detergent  in  the  rcmoted  capillarys) 
and  recedes  of  the  human  frame ;  not  to  mention  its 
more  immediate  efficacy  in  obdrudtions  of  the  great 
concodtive  organ,  the  domach,  and  bowels.  The 
virtues  and  powers  of  this  noble  mineral  may  be  va- 
rioufly  applied,  and  directed,  according  to  the  inten¬ 
tion  in  view  j  and  may  be  made  either  fudorific,  ca¬ 
thartic,  or  diuretic,  if  blended  and  incorporated  with 
medicines,  endu’d  with  thofe  refpedtive  properties. 
Mercurial  pills  thus  compounded  are  the  fined  altera¬ 
tive  yet  difcover’d,  and  will  perform  wonders  in  tome 
obdinate  cafes,  and  fcorbutic  and  fcruphulous  obdruc- 
tions,  of  which  I  could  give  a  multitude  of  indances. 

The  next  great  and  powerful  remedy  is  the  Peru¬ 
vian  Cortex ,  the  difcovery  of  which  noble  drug  has 
been  of  more  fervice  to  mankind,  than  all  the  golden 
mines  of  that  country.  This  is  the  only  fpecidc  we 
have  in  medicine,  and  is  infallible  in  all  periodical  ca¬ 
fes.  But  without  regard  to  its  wonderful  ufe,  and  vir¬ 
tue  in  intermitting  diforders,  it  is  an  excellent  J Ionia - 
chic ,  in  mod  cafes,  attended  with  relaxation,  weak, 
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flaccid  nerves*  and  moift  habits ;  and  when  combin’d 
and  affifted  by  fuitable  diaphoretics,  fuch  as  Guia- 
cum ,  Valerian ,  Serpent  aria ,  the  Pulvis  Ari ,  &c. 
to  open,  and  expand  its  refinous  particles,  it  becomes 
an  excellent  alterative  and  aniifcorbutic ,  Indeed, 
each  of  thefe  noble  drugs,  or  engines  of  medicine, 
may  be  determined  thro’  various  ways  or  canals,  and 
aft  with  joint  forces,  when  blended  with  each  other, 
or  with  different  remedys,  according  to  the  defign 
and  conduit  of  the  phyfician  or  manager ;  as  the 
pipes  of  a  fountain  may  be  directed  this,  or  that  way, 
or  with  a  greater,  or  lefs  velocity,  or  impetus,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  management  or  difpofition  of  the  cocks 
and  fprings. 

I  have  thus  concifely  hinted  at  a  few  of  the  vir¬ 
tues  of  thefe  three  great,  and  wonderful  remedys : 
Thefe  fundamental,  and  powerful  drugs,  together  with 
the  Pefiacea ,  and  a  few  others,  will  ffcill  keep  up  their 
credit  and  reputation,  amidft  all  the  farrago  of  medi¬ 
cine,  and  the  confufion  and  uncertainty  of  the  Mate¬ 
ria  Medica .  In  the  general,  I  have  always  obferv’d, 
that  the  more  Ample  and  uncompounded  thefe,  as  well 
as  other  remedys  are,  they  are  the  more  fuccefsful 
and  efficacious.  The  furnaces  of  the  laboratory,  and 
the  tortures  of  chymical  fire,  with  its  various  fubli- 
mations ,  and  menflruums ,  have  indeed  furnifh’d  us 
with  a  great  variety  of  artificial  extracts  crocuffesy 
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elixirs,  &c.  but  many  of  them  are  uncertain,  or  vio¬ 
lent  in  their  operation,  and  will  fometimes  kill,  as  well 
as  cure  :  They  are,  in  this  refped,  like  the  modern 
refinements  of  cookery,  and  the  chymical  fire  is  often 
as  pernicious  as  the  culinary  one.  The  more  fimple 
and  natural  our  food,  as  well  asourphyfic,  it  is  gene¬ 
rally  the  more  pure  and  wholefome.  A  vaft  number 
of  thefe  artificial  preparations,  ufher’d  in  with  pom¬ 
pous  names,  and  glittering  founds,  have  darted  up 
in  all  ages,  and  overflowed  the  practice  with  a  deluge 
of  drugs ;  but  their  reign  has  been  generally  fhort, 
and  their  reputation  tranfitory ;  like  fucceffive  waves* 
or  alternate  puppets,  they  are  foon  jollied  off  the  ftage, 
to  make  way  for  new  comers  ;  or,  like  hovering 
phantoms,  amufe  our  fancys  with  delufive  glare,  theta 
(hoot  away,  and  vanifh  into  air. 

I  might  here,  if  I  had  room,  enumerate  the 
virtues  of  various  fimples,  and  vegetables,  which  have 
fell  under  the  courfe  of  my  practice.  Having  here 
perhaps  had  opportunitys  of  making  more  obferva- 
tions  than  thofe  who  live  in  large  citys,  remote  from 
herbs,  who  find  that  the  pharmaceutical  preparations 
of  the  ihops,  frequent  prefcriptions,  and  the  gilded 
apparatus,  and  pomp  of  phyfic,  are  much  readier  at 
hand,  and  more  pleafing  to  their  patiepts,  as  well 
as  more  ufeful  to  themfelves,  than  the  fimple,  and 
natural  infufion  of  herbs,  decodtions,  and  all  the 
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ofeful  purfuits  of  botany.  But  as  I  often  attend  the 
poor  in  the  country,  who  can  neither  fee  the  prefcri- 
ber,  nor  pay  the  apothecary,  I  have  frequently  been 
oblig’d  to  fend  them  to  the  fields,  and  gardens,  for 
thofe  falutary  herbs,  or  roots,  which  nature  has  pro¬ 
vided  for  the  relief  of  mankind,  without  penetrating 
the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  ranfacking  both  the  In¬ 
dies .  I  (hall  here  mention  a  few  of  the  rnoft  remark¬ 
able  fimples,  however  difagreeable  it  may  be  to  the 
prefent  fafhion,  and  drefs  of  pharmacy  $  for  there  is  a 
fafhion,  and  mode  in  medicine,  as  well  as  in  cloaths, 
tho’  the  capital  remedy  s  I  have  mention’d,  have  (till 
kept  up  their  credit,  amidft  all  the  changes  and  revo¬ 
lutions  of  the  phyfical  empire. 

Ground-Ivy,  or  Ale-hoof  is  a  valuable,  and  no¬ 
ble  plant,  and  fcarce  any  vegetable  clean fes,  and  de¬ 
terges  more  powerfully,  or  in  other  words,  is  a  fafer 
or  milder  pedoral.  This  was  the  herb,  as  'Temple 
obferves,  with  which  our  anceflors  made  their  com¬ 
mon  drink,  who  were  efteem’d  the  longed:  livers  in 
the  world  :  It  is  alfo  the  more  to  be  valu’d,  as  it  is  to 
be  gather’d  in  atmoft  all  places,  and  all  feafons  of  the 
year  $  as  if  providence  defign’d  that  to  be  mofi:  eafiiy 
obtain’d,  which  is  mod  ufefui.  Camomile ,  Rue ,  Be- 
tony y  Liverwort ,  Colts-foot ,  and  Buck-bean ,  the 
roots  of  Garlicky  Aron,  Valerian ,  and  Burdock , 
have  all  great  and  fovereign  virtues,  in  their  refpec- 
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tive  clafles,  however  common,  and  neglected,  as 
vulgar,  and  obfolete,  by  the  caprice  of  new  inventi¬ 
ons,  and  the  tyranny  of  cuftom.  The  virtues  of  £/- 
der  and  Sage  would  fill  a  volume,  befides  many  others 
of  equal  worth  and  value.  The  wife  author  of  na¬ 
ture  has  amply  furnifh’d  us  with  phyfic,  as  well  as 
food,  in  thefe  medicinal  plants :  I  have  often  found 
well-chofen  diet-drinks,  effectually  remove  feveral  diL 
orders,  that  have  eluded  all  the  art  of  nicer  pharma¬ 
cy.  But  the  ftudy  of  botany  is  now  too  much  ne¬ 
glected  for  artificial  preparations,  and  the  genteel  cant, 
and  interefts  of  phyfic ;  nothing  will  avail  with  fome 
but  chymical  compofitions,  and  we  are  to  be  con¬ 
jur’d  into  health  all  at  once,  by  fome  enchanted  pill ,  or 
drop ,  or  fome  fuch  wonderful  catholicon  But  this 
was  not  the  practice  of  Hippocrates ,  Galen>  Celfus ,  or 
Sydenham ,  who  ftudy’d  nature  more  :  Vtrgil  men¬ 
tions  it  as  the  principal  character  of  lapis,  who  cur’d 
/Eneas. 

Scire  pot  eji  ate  s  herb  arum ,  ufumque  medendi . 

It  was  his  part 

To  ftudy  herbs ,  and  know  the  healing  art . 

*  -  L ,  i  i  *  i 

Som  e  people,  who  perhaps  aim  more  at  amufe- 
ment  than  inftruCtion,  may  wonder  that  I  have  not 
been  more  copious  in  enumerating  the  medicines  ap¬ 
pro- 
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propriated  to  particular  diforders,  and  their  refpedlivc 
virtues*  But  (not  to  mention  that  this  would  be 
ioconfiftent  with  the  intended  brevity  of  this  effay) 
1  think  Inch  difquifitions  are  more  calculated  for  the 
entertainment  of  the  reader,  than  for  his  real  ufe, 
and  fervice  ;  For  whatever  are  the  general  and  fpeci- 
fic  virtues,  and  powers  of  medicines,  the  particular 
ufe  and  application  of  them  muft  eternally  vary  ;  and 
depend  at  laft  on  the  fldll  and  judgment  of  the  pre- 
fcriber.  There  is  nothing  more  ufelefs,  and  imperti¬ 
nent,  than  the  confus’d,  and  immethodical  accounts 
we  find  in  fome  botanic,  and  medical  writers,  who, 
like  Culpeper  and  Salmon ,  afcribe  indiscriminately, 
aimed:  all  forts  of  virtues,  to  all  herbs,  and  medi¬ 
cines.  But  a  bundle  of  receipts,  or  an  apothecary’s 
file,  will  as  well  qualify  a  perfon  for  practice,  as  fuch 
common-place  cant,  and  undiftinguith’d  deferiptions. 

But  not  having  time  to  expatiate,  I  (hall  only  ob- 
ferve,  that  the  wife  and  beneficent  author  of  nature 
has  adorn’d  the  earth  with  an  infinite,  and  beautiful 
variety  of  plants  and  vegetables,  which  are  many  of 
them  only  fit  for  medicinal  ufes  :  And  that  there  is 
in  every  climate,  and  region,  a  fufficient  provision 
made  for  the  wants  and  neceffitys  of  its  refpedlive 
inhabitants,  both  dietetic ,  and  phyjical .  And  con- 
fequently,  navigation  has  rather  lupply’d  us  with  ma¬ 
te)  ials  for  the  luxury  and  effeminacys  of  life,  than 

for 
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for  its  real  cravings,  and  necefiities.  This  is'demon- 
fl rated  from  the  health,  vigor,  and  happinefs  of  the 
old  Britons ,  Brafiliam ,  &c.  before  they  had  any 
commerce,  or  communication  with  other  nations,  or 
were  poliflfd  and  civiliz’d  into  riches,  luxury,  and 
difeafes.  As  Pope  has  beautifully  reprefented. 

Lo  !  the  poor  Indian ,  whofe  untutor'd  mind , 

* 

Sir  William  Temple  has  alfo  very  judly  made  the 
fame  obfervations  ;  and  has  himfelf  took  notice  of 
fix  medicinal  plants  peculiar  to  our  climate,  (tho* 
many  might  be  added  of  equal  value)  viz.  Sage , 
Rue,  Saffron ,  Ale-hooff\  Garlicky  and  Elder  ;  the 
virtues  of  which  he  has  particularly  fpecify’d. 

♦ 

I  have  thus  communicated  a  few  obfervations  on 
this  important  fubjedt  of  Health ,  chiefly  collected 
from  my  own  experience  ;  in  which  my  foie  view 
has  been  to  fugged  fome  hints  (or  rather  faint 
Jketches ,  and  outlines ,  for  others  to  fill  up,  and  fit- 
nifh)  that  may  tend  to  promote  the  health,  and  hap¬ 
pinefs  of  mankind,  without  regard  to  the  ambitious 
and  mercenary  views  of  fome  in  modern  pradice, 
or  to  the  falfe  odentation  of  illiterate  pretenders, 
and  defigning  empirics :  And  if  it  don’t  add  to  the 
happinefs  of  others,  it  will  certainly  add  to  my 
own,  that  my  defign  was  good,  and  my  intention 
honed.  I  /hall  only  obferve,  with  a  celebrated  wri- 


# 
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ter,  That  Health  is  commonly  the  ble fling  of  the  poor, 
and  not  of  the  rich :  And  that  if  the  rich  wou'd  be 
healthy  or  happy ,  they  muft  live  like  the  poory  thoy 
they  may  fhine  with  the  great ;  or  do  that  by  choice , 
which  the  others  do  by  necejfity . 

It  may  be  inferr’d  from  hence,  that  Health  is  the 
golden  Hefperian  fruit  of  Exercife ,  l^uiet,  and  Tem¬ 
perance  >  which  may  be  comprifed  in  thefe  two  lines : 

A  happy  beings  and  a  peaceful  end , 

On  Toil,  Content,  and  Temperance  depend . 

t 

I  shall  conclude  thefe  curfory  remarks,  with 
a  poem  compos’d  a  great  many  years  ago  ;  which 
being  adapted  to  the  fubjeCt,  I  have  now  revifed  and 
corrected,  tho’  a  very  intractable  theme  for  poetry. 
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T  O 

Dr.  M  ORGAN, 

ON  HIS 

Philosophical  Principles 

O  F 

MEDICINE. 

AS  ufeful  labors  call  for  grateful  praife, 

Accept  this  tribute  of  my  humble  lays : 

Great  is  the  tafk,  extenfive  is  the  theme, 

Great  as  your  work,  extenlive  as  your  fame  > 

Yet  {hall  the  mufe  attempt  the  vaft  defign. 

And  your  applaule  refound  in  every  Line. 

In  the  primaeval,  happy  days  of  old, 

When  golden  years  their  radiant  circles  roll’d, 


When 
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When  on  wild  fruits,  and  herbs,  men  liv'd  content 
And  thankful  took  what  heaven’s  rich  bounty  fent. 
No  noxious  humors  ftain’d  the  purple  tide, 

Nor  luxury  fought,  what  nature  had  deny’d  : 

They  drank  the  chryftal  ftream,  and  fweetly  dept 
On  mofly  couches,  with  the  flocks  they  kept ; 
Grief  then  was  abient,  ficknefs  hardly  known, 
Peaceful  they  liv’d,  and  dy’d  without  a  groan* 

Disease  at  firft  fprung  from  its  parent  vice, 

And  hence  the  Healing  Art  deriv’d  its  rife  : 
Immortal  art !  whofe  power  divinely  faves. 

From  pining  ficknefs,  and  devouring  graves* 

Plain  remedy s  at  firft  were  valu’d  moft. 

The  drugs  were  few,  and  moderate  the  coft. 

The  fick  were  cur’d  without  a  gilded  pill, 

A  fovereign  bolus ,  or  a  pompous  bill. 

As  vice  increas’d,  fo  phyjici  by  degrees. 

Increas’d  its  empire,  and  increas’d  its  fees  $ 

In  after  ages  more  mifterious  grew. 

As  pride  prevail’d,  and  intereft  came  in  view  $ 
Dreft  by  defigning  Men,  in  dark  difguife, 

And  veil’d  in  awful  fhapes  from  vulgar  eyes. 

With  Galen' s  fe£t  a  cloud  of  med’cines  came, 
Of  various  form,  and  venerable  name ; 

Phyjic  was  all  confufion,  all  profound, 

While  jargon  reign’d,  and  learning  lay  in  found. 
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The  learned  Arabia  from  old  writings,  drew 
A  compound  fcheme,  and  model’d  all  anew. 
Involv'd  in  clouds  of  fmoak,  and  chymic  flame. 

Van  Helmont  next,  and  Paracelfus  came. 

While  truth,  and  nature’s  light,  was  darken’d  o’er. 
And  the  great  Coan  precepts  (hone  no  more, 

’Till  the  laft  age  appear’d,  when  gleams  of  light 
Shot  thro’  the  chaos,  and  difpel’d  the  night. 

• 

Then  Bacon  flourifh’d,  whofe  extenfive  mind. 
On  folid  fadt  immortal  fchemes  defign’d  : 

While  Hobbs ,  and  Harvey ,  Cierc ,  Baglive ,  and  Boyle  r 
Purfu’d  fair  truth,  with  an  un weary ’d  toil. 

Boyle  on  experiment  alone  rely’d, 

And  nature,  which  he  lov’d,  was  (till  his  guide. 

Locke  now  appear’d  like  fome  propitious  light. 
And  chas’d  the  (hades  of  metapbyfic  right; 

He  all  the  (choolmen’s  fophiftry  difplay’d. 

And  welcome  truth  to  every  art  convey’d. 

Sydenham  made  pradtice  by  experience  plain, 
Taught  by  no  idle  fidtions  of  the  brain  ; 

Sydenham  the  old,  the  Ample  way  renew'd, 

Nor  ftudy’d  what  was  great,  but  what  was  good. 

The  feeneftill  changes  each  revolving  year, 

And  lo  !  new  wonders  to  our  view  appear : 

Sec 


[  3^2  ] 

See  health  on  Seraphs  wings,  divinely  bright, 

Shines  with  the  rays  of  mathematic  light . 

Such  was  of  late  the  pleafing  vaft  furprize, 

When  northern  ftreamers  lighted  all  the  fkys  ; 

When,  foon  as  fhades  of  night  the  earth  o’erfpread, 
Amaz’d  we  faw  new  morning  o’er  our  head. 

With  third;  of  knowledge  fir’d,  fee  every  fage, 

With  learned  labor,  in  the  work  engage. 

But  tho’  fuch  numbers  havepurfu’d  the  theme. 
To  you  alone  we  owe  a  finifh'd  fcheme . 

Ail  that  Bellini ,  Keill>  or  Pitcairne  dar’d, 

At  beft  is  faint  eflay,  with  your’s  compar’d. 

The  great  Boerhaave  will  hail  the  grateful  fight^ 

And  read  you  o’er  with  wonder  and  delight. 

You  leave  the  beaten  circle  of  the  fchools. 

And  the  dull  round  of  antiquated  rules ; 

On  faffs  depend,  then  reafon  from  thy  effeff, 

And  with  eftablifh’d  truths  your  fcheme  conned:  $ 
While  by  juft  confequence,  from  thefe  you  draw 
Some  fundamental  rule,  and  ufeful  law . 

Such  was  the  path  immortal  Newton  trod, 

He  form’d  the  wond’rous  plan,  and  mark’d  the  rod  $ 
Led  by  this  clue,  he  travel’d  o’er  the  Iky, 

And  marfhal’d  all  the  fhining  worlds  on  high. 
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Mature  in  thought,  you  Newton's  laws  reduce 
To  nobler  ends,  and  more  important  ufe  : 

To  guard  man’s  feeble  frame  from  fell  difeafe. 

Or  when  we  fink  with  pain  to  give  us  eafe  : 

For  every  ail  aferibe  its  proper  caufey 
To  nature’s  govern’d  by  mechanic  laws ; 

You  fhew  how  fpringy  air  affefts  our  frame. 

To  raife,  or  to  deprefs  the  vital  flame  : 

How  orbs  above  by  gravitation  fleer, 

Imprefs  their  force,  and  influence  the  air  ; 

How  Cynthia's  filent  energy  prefides, 

Ferments  the  blood,  and  agitates  the  tides. 

When  fatal  fevers  kindle  flames  within, 

Which  raging  glow  o’er  all  the  fcorch’d  machine, 
You  fhew  how  nature  prudently  detains 
Diluting  lerum  in  the  burning  veins ; 

Your  well-tim’d  medicines  mitigate  the  heat. 

And  o’er  the  frame  diffufe  a  balmy  fweat : 

The  monfler  Vebris  flys  the  potent  fpell, 

In  hafte  retires,  and  calmly  leeks  her  cell. 
Medicine  from  hence  (hall  triumph  with  fuccefs. 
Nor  pining  patients  linger  in  diftrefs. 

My  raptur’d  mufe  fees  with  prophetic  eyes. 
New  ages  roll  along,  new  fyftems  rife ; 

Sees  phyfic  on  mechanic  reafoning  climb. 

And  raife  a  flrudture  to  the  fkys  fublime ; 

Bb 
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Sees  ficknefs  fled.  Health  bloom  with  cherub  face. 
And  age  creep  on,  with  flow,  reludant  pace  y 
Experience  with  her  torch,  dired  our  youth. 

Scatter  the  mifts,  and  light  the  way  to  truth. 

While  dark  Hypothelis  no  more  prevails. 

Nor  pupils  liften  to  romantic  tales : 

Nor  proud  authority  with  bug-bear  rules 
Enflaves  our  minds,  or  didates  in  the  fchools. 

But  liberty  fits  Goddefs  of  our  ifle, 

And  peaceful  bleffings  all  around  her  fmile  $ 
Darknefs  and  bigotry  before  her  fly. 

And  truth,  and  virtue,  grow  beneath  her  eye. 
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The  SURPRIZE 

Occasion'd  by  a  Perfon’s  Receiving 


Mourning  for  a  Friend,  a  young  Lady, 
Who  Feign’d  herfelf  Dead. 


AR  E  thefe  the  prefents  friends  beftow  ? 

Sad  reprefentatives  of  woe  ! 

Black  trophys  of  departing  breath, 

Signals  of  darknefs,  and  of  death. 

Unwelcome  gifts !  which  only  wait 
To  drefs  the  meffenger  of  fate. 


And  is  the  blooming  fair  one  fled, 

And  Delia  mingled  with  the  dead  ? 

She  who  all  other  darts  defy’d, 

Herfelf  the  fatal  fhaft  has  try’d. 

Her  air  fc>  fprightly,  and  fo  gay. 

She  banilh’d  every  care  away  3 
And  when  alive  cou’d  wonders  do. 

And  keep  her  friends  from  dying  too.* 

*  Alluding  to  her  curing  fome  young  Ladys  of  the  Vapours, 

Bb  2  Thus 
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Thus  while  I  mufing  fat  in  tears* 

A  grateful  found  falutes  my  ears : 

It  is  her  voice,  her  air,  her  frame, 

Or  elfe,  fome  vifionary  dream. 

>Tis  Delia's  felf!  with  glad  furprize, 

The  living  fair  falutes  my  eyes. 

To  dying  criminals,  reprieve 
Cou’d  ne’er  more  rapturous  pleafure  give. 
Not  fhowers  which  cool  the  thirfty  plain. 
Not  fmiles  to  a  defpairing  fwain, 

Than  to  my  mind,  oppreft  with  care, 

This  Refurrettion  of  the  fair. 

Life,  like  a  flower,  we  often  fay. 
Blooms  fair  awhile,  then  fades  away. 

You  beft  the  metaphor  explain, 

For  you  can  die,  and  rife  again. 

But  oh!  how  barbarous,  how  unkind. 
To  torture  thus  your  lover’s  mind  ? 

Each  friend,  for  fuch  rude  treatment,  thinks, 
You  are  more  favage  than  a  Lynx 
And  frolic  as  the  apiih  tribe, 

In  the  fame  region  who  refide. 

May  you,  for  this,  for  ever  more, 
Tranfported  be  to  that  wild  ihore, 

Where  baboons  dance,  and  lions  roar. 
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THE 

WHEEL-BARROW, 

A  POEM: 


Occafion’d  by  the  Authors  feeing  his  own  Works  truckl'd 
along  in  Bundles,  in  a  Wheel-Barrow. 

.L.L  .LAA.t.  ,*,  ,t.  Jr  ^  ■».  ■+.  .h  .4-.  ^  .t.  ,t,  A  >t.  -*-  *  -t,  .*.  .4-.  .4-,  .t-  .+_  ,L  ^^.4-  ■»■  >.  ■»■  -4-.  >*.  .4-.  A; 
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I  '  IS  faid,  all  nature  moves  on  wheels, 

X  And  every  world  the  impulfe  feels  $ 

The  purple  tide,  on  wheels  unfeen. 

Glides  thro’  the  animal  machine  ; 

On  wheels  of  flate  great  kingdoms  move. 

And  imitate  the  orbs  above  : 

*  *  ■<*  « 

State-lotterys  thus  are  wheel'd  about, 

Where  fools  put  in — and  knaves  draw  out ; 

The  cart-wheel  round  its  axis  rolls. 

As  ftars  revolve  about  their  poles  5 
And  thus  the  lofty  Mufes  fong, 

In  humble  Barrow  rolls  along. 

Oh  !  how  the  bard's  bright  fame  fhall  rife. 

That  in  a  Wheel-Barrow  mounts  the  fkys ! 


Am- 
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Ambitious  poet !  tell  us  why 
You  ftoop  fo  low — -to  rife  fo  high  ? 
The  lofty  Mufe  fublime,  fhou’d  dare 
Ride  in  her  chariot  thro’  the  air, 

Elijah  like,  as  ’tis  related. 

In  flying  coach  to  heaven  tranflated. 

Sure  Pegafus  is  grown  a  jade. 

To  be  thus  flovenly  convey’d  : 

Yet  Blachnore  was  condemn’d  to  Styx, 
Tho’  wont  to  ride  in  coach  and  fix. 

Our  poet,  fare,  cou’d  have  no  pride. 
In  fuch  a  Phaeton  to  ride. 

Can  this  vile  vehicle  be  fit 
To  carry  poetry  and  wit  ? 

This  rumbling  implement,  defign’d 
For  ul'es  of  ignobler  kind  ; 

To  carry  rabbifh,  loam,  or  lime, 

Now  groans  beneath  a  load  of  rhime ; 
Yet  partly  its  old  ufe  retains, 

T o  bear  the  rubhifh  of  the  brains ; 

And  as  it  bears  the  poet’s  fong, 

With  its  own  mufic  wheels  along. 

Oh  !  how  the  anxious  bard  wou’d  rue. 
If  thus  the  verfe  fhoe’d  rumble  too. 

I  doubt  it  bodes  fame  fatal  fpell. 

To  mount  in  fuch  low  vehicle. 
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In  carts  as  malefadtors  hie, 

At  Tyburn's,  tragic  tree  to  die  : 

To  fee  your  tomes  in  Barrow  vile 
Convey’d, —  wou’d  make  a  Cynic  fmile ; 
And  fhou’d  they  fhare  an  equal  fate. 

How  (hort  would  be  the  mufe’s  date  ? 

But  ’twou’d  be  moft  infernal  fentence. 

For  Bards  to  die  without  repentance  : 

Yet  thus  you’d  mount  toward  the  fky, 

Aloft  in  air  fufpended  high. 

This  Barrow  now  (hall  wheel  no  more, 
In  dirty  errands,  as  before  : 

Shall  that  machine  which  bore  the  bays,  ' 
And  truckl’d  with  immortal  lays , 

Be  doom’d  to  labour  in  highways  ? 

To  carry  fruit,  or  lumber  fit, 

Which  bore  the  golden  fruit  of  wit  ? 

It  wou’d,  thus  proftituted,  mourn, 

To  the  old  drudgery  to  return. 

Triumphal  chariots  ftill  by  charter 
Repofe  in  pomp  forever  after. 

’Tis  faid  the  famous  Bucentaury 
Which  once  the  Doge  of  Venice  bore. 

For  fuch  high  fervice  does  remain 
In  ftate — and  feldom  fail  again  ; 

And  thus  the  Barrow  {hall  be  bleft, 

And  rot  in  everlafting  reft. 


[  390  ] 


Chariots,  which  won  th*  Olympic  race. 

Of  other  chariots  ftiil  took  place : 

So  fhall  all  other  Barrows  bow. 

And  truckle  to  this  Barrow  now. 

♦ 

By  fage  aftronomers  we’re  told. 

In  fabulous  hiftory  of  old, 

That  fam’d  Auriga *  by  tranflation. 

Became  a  radiant  conftallation. 

Then  who  this  Barrow  can  deny 
An  equal  honour  in  the  fky  ? 

There  for  fuch  merit  to  remain. 

Immortal  made,  like  Charles's  Wain : 

On  this  bafe  earth  no  more  to  drag  on, 

No  Wheel-Barrow ,  but  now  a  Waggon . 

m  The  celeftial  Waggoner,  or  Carter ,  a  Conftellation,  confiding 
of  14  Stars.  The  Inventor  of  the  Waggon  was  faid  to  be  tranflated  to 
Heaven  by  Jupiter, 
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